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A  Book  of  Cartoons 

by  Tut  LeBlanc 

This  newly  published,  digest-size  car¬ 
toon  book  has  66  pages  of  hilarious  situ¬ 
ations  about  the  amusing,  heart  warming 
story  of  an  altar  boy  Speck.  He'll  cap¬ 
ture  your  heart  from  the  very  first  page! 

Speck  won  the  hearts  of  thousands  in 
his  newspaper  cartoons.  Now  he  belongs 
to  everyone,  in  this  highly  entertaining 
collection  of  the  famous  cartoonist.  Tut 
LeBlanc. 


CARTOONS 


AT  HOME  Speck  will  endear  himself  to  every  member  of 
the  family.  This  book  will  be  referred  to  often  when 
a  humorous  'lift'  is  needed.  And  with  groups,  bring  out 
Speck  and  many  of  your  entertaining  problems  are  over. 

Speck  is  a  good  mixer  in  any  gathering. 

FOR  SHUT-INS  Speck  will  prove  to  be  the  best  tonic 
for  any  convalescent.  You  needn't  send  Speck's  news¬ 
paper  clippings  to  invalids  anymore  .  .  .  just  send  the 
entire  book!  Wonderful  morale  builder,  relaxer  —  a 
humorous  shot-in-the-arm  when  it's  most  needed. 

FOR  GIFTS  What  could  be  more  appropriate  for  the 
altar  boy  in  your  home;  for  all  the  servers  in  yaur  parish? 
The  perfect  gift  for  any  relative  or  friend  in  Service, 
in  college  or  Seminary  .  .  .  anyone  away  fram  home.  And 
a  most  welcome  ond  appreciated  birthday  gift,  too! 

One  dollar  per  copy 

Five  for  $4.30  .costpaid  25  or  more,  80c  each,  plus  postage 

Fcr  hearty  laughs  and  enjoyment  when  you  want  them,  order 

ytur  copy  of  Speck  today.  Share  your  enjoyment  by  ordering 

extra  copies  as  gifts  for  many  happy  occasions  .  . . 

Order  from  the  Book  Department 
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My  Marvelous  Mom 

A  Seminarian’s  Tribute  for  Mother’s  Day 
J«hn  MittelsUdt 


THERE  is  a  world  of  literature 
*  about  the  perfections  of  Our 
Lady  of  Fatima,  Our  Lady  of 
Lourdes,  and  Our  Lady  of  Gua¬ 
dalupe.  There  should  be  more. 
But  what  about  the  little  glories 
of  our  lady  of  the  washing  mach¬ 
ine  and  our  lady  of  the  hot  stove? 

I  would  like  to  paint  a  picture 
of  my  Mom— a  simple  picture,  one 
in  which  all  of  you  will  likely  see 
your  own  mom.  I  don’t  want  to 
brag.  I  just  want  to  show  how 
lucky  I  really  am. 

My  Mom  was  bom  of  immi¬ 
grant  German-Jewish  parents  in 
the  lower  section  of  the  then 
middle-aged  Kansas  City.  When 
nine  years  old,  she  was  baptized  a 
Catholic,  influenced  by  her  Italian 
playmates.  Her  life  was  ordinary: 
school-girl  .  .  .  telephone  operator. 
And  then  along  swaggered  Dad.  It 
was  love  at  first  sight.  Although  it 
wasn’t  easy  to  court  her  at  first, 
since  he  was  afraid  to  enter  the 
somewhat  turbulent  section  of  the 
city’s  west  side  where  she  lived, 
he  finally  persuaded  her  to  take 
his  name  in  the  holy  vows  of  mar¬ 
riage. 

Copyright,  Our  Sunday  Visitor, 


Children?  An  even  dozen.  From 
Otto  Anthony  to  Richard  Thomas, 
Mom  kissed  us  in  the  high  chair, 
tucked  us  into  bed,  and  many 
times  paddled  at  our  vanguard. 
She  hid  her  tears  when  we  left  her 
one  by  one,  and  she  smiled  at  our 
letters.  She  even  wrote  a  few  let¬ 
ters  herself,  for  she  saw  five  boys 
march  off  to  the  service  and  two 
slip  off  to  the  seminary. 

Enough  of  biography.  Mom  de¬ 
serves  a  little  praise,  too.  All  five 
feet,  seven  inches  of  her!  Now 
Mom  isn’t  the  type  to  publish  her 
deeds  of  charity  in  the  Ladies' 
Home  Journal,  and  I  doubt  whe¬ 
ther  she  knows  that  she’d  give 
away  her  house  to  a  friend.  She’s 
given  away  half  of  it  as  it  is. 
“Emma,  that  statue  is  qriaint. 
Where  did  you  get  it?” 

“Oh,  that’s  the  one  Father  Fag- 
en  gave  me.  Why  don’t  you  take 
it  home  with  you?  We  have  too 
many  of  them  anyway.” 

Social  Panther 

Even  the  tramps  know  a  pair  of 
kind  eyes  when  they  see  them. 
Mom  has  probably  fed  as  many 
tramps  as  there  are  boxcars  to  hold 
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them.  Anybody,  needy  or  other-  energy?  Why,  if  she  had  four  chil- 
wise,  come  on,  and  youll  get  itl  dren  like  I  have,  she  wouldn’t  be 
My  sister  once  said,  “Mon’s  got  a  whizzing  around  here  with  that 
heart  of  gold  in  that  healthy  frame  coffee-pot  like  a  teenage  waitress, 
of  hers,  but  if  a  poor  jeweler  want-  Does  she  have  any  children?” 
ed  that,  he’d  probably  get  it.”  “Twelve.” 

Patience?  I’ve  got  twelve  solid,  Aaaaagh!  Well,  I  never  .  .  .** 
hardy  arguments— eight  boys  and  Mom  has  a  strong  constitution, 
four  girls.  Many  a  time  has  a  well-  never  stops.  She  s  either 

meaning  neighbor  called  Mom  to  pushing  the  kids  off  to  school  or 
the  phone,  “Mrs.  Mittelstadt,  one  carrying  baskets  of  wash  from  the 
of  your  boys  pulled  up  my  prize  basement.  (And  there  are  plenty  of 
dahlia.  I  wish  you  wouldn’t  let  them,  too,  believe  you  me!)  She 
them  run  loose.”  didn’t  get  her  muscles  or  the  gray 

“But  Mrs.  McShanne,  everyone  f"®"*  'worrying 

of  my  boys  except  one  is  six  feet 

tall,  and  the  one  who  isn’t  is  down  Mine’s  Second  Best 

with  the  measles.  I  doubt  if  any  of  “Oh,  Mrs.  Mittelstadt,  you  must 
them  could  stoop  so  low  if  he  have  it  easy  with  all  those  fine 
wanted  to.”  young  children  to  help  you  with 

And  then  there  is  the  society  the  housework.”  Hal  As  far.  back 
angle  about  Mom.  If  she  isn’t  pres-  as  1  can  remember,  those  fine 
ident  of  half  the  coffee  klatches  in  young  children  have  found  more 
town,  she  is-  treasurerl  Yessireel  ways  of  getting  out  of  work  than 
She’s  a  society  panther  if  I  ever  there  is  actual  work  to  do.  And 
saw  one.  So  the  ladies  complain,  that  includes  me,  too.  I  remem- 
“Mrs.  Mussey,  look  at  Mrs.  Mittel-  ber  when  Mom  broke  her  arm. 
stadt.  Where  does  she  get  all  the  Not  only  was  the  whole  household 
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in  a  state  of  confusion,  but  the 
entire  city! 

Life  for  her,  however,  wasn't 
always  composed  of  little  difficul¬ 
ties,  either.  Mom  has  seen  her  fam¬ 
ily  wander  from  Korea  to  England, 
and  from  the  Solomons  to  China. 
“Oh,  if  one  or  two  are  gone,  she 
doesn’t  miss  them  with  all  the 
others.”  That’s  your  opinion,  lady! 
One  means  twice  as  much  as  the 
other  when  he  is  gone.  I  hardly 
remember  my  oldest  brother  who 
flew  off  in  his  Grumman  Hellcat 
never  to  return.  And,  lady,  if  you 


think  my  Mom  gave  him  up  to  the 
skies  of  Okinawa  without  a  tear, 
you  have  another  guess  coming. 

I’m  the  luckiest  guy  who  ever 
hit  this  world.  If  it  weren’t  for 
that  rough-and-ready  angel  who 
fed  me  with  her  precepts,  this  tall 
skinny  seminarian  would  probably 
be  a  tall  skinny  secretary  of  SatanI 

Cod  must  really  love  moms,  all 
of  them.  For  He  picked  Himself 
out  the  best  onel  But  I’ll  never 
finish  thanking  Him  for  picking 
me  out  the  second  best 


The  Praying  Christian 

The  Praying  Christian  is  a  radiant  Christiaa  Joyous  hearts 
and  radiant  faces  are  evidence  that  the  Christian  is  living  at 
peace  with  God,  with  man,  and  with  himself.  The  praying 
Christian  is  pure  in  heart.  Ihrayer  and  sin  cannot  live  together 
in  the  same  heart.  Either  prayer  will  drive  out  all  sin;  or  else 
sin  will  destroy  the  prayer  life  of  the  Christian.  The  praying 
Christian  will  be  a  loving  and  a  forgiving  Christian.  Unkind 
thoughts,  evil  speaking,  hatred,  intolerance,  or  malice  of  any 
kind,  cannot  live  in  an  atmosphere  of  prayer.  One  cannot  pray 
and  hate  at  the  same  time;  the  Christian  will  either  quit  hating, 
or  he  will  quit  praying.  The  praying  Christian  will  be  a  growing 
Christian.  One  cannot  remain  small,  and  weak,  and  defeated, 
while  faithful  in  prayer.  The  soul  grows  strong,  rich  and 
beautiful,  in  the  fellowship  of  the  Father.  Prayer  is  the  atmo¬ 
sphere  of  communion  whereby  the  soul  grows  in  peace  and  wis¬ 
dom.  The  praying  Christian  is  the  sharing  Christian.  One  can¬ 
not  be  selfish  and  pray  at  the  same  time;  neither  can  one  be 
unfaithful  in  his  stewardship.  Praying  hearts  and  loving  service 
are  inseparable.  The  Christian  life  must  be  shared;  a  self- 
centered  life  will  crowd  out  prayer.  Prayer  will  crowd  out  all 
selfishness;  and  find  expression  in  sharing  its  radiance  with 
others.  Prayer  is  one  of  the  richest  of  all  spiritual  experiences. 

—Ira  D.  Scrogum  in  Action  Now! 


A  Message  far  Parents 


That  Silver  Cord 

Sister  Mary  Vianney,  SJSLJ. 


•‘|_JOW  are  your  folks  taking 

*  *  it?"  queried  my  Spiritual 
Director  when  I  told  him  of  my 
plans  to  enter  the  Convent. 

I  shook  my  head,  “Not  too  well. 
Trying  to  talk  me  out  of  it.”  I 
paused  and  ticked  off  the  objec¬ 
tions  on  my  fingers,  “I’m  too 
young,  too  lively,  and  just  swept 
off  my  feet  by  a  romantic  notion." 

Father  laughed,  then  teased, 
“You’ve  got  to  admit  you’d  be  just 
a  little  disappointed  if  they  didn’t 
make  a  fuss.  After  all,  if  they 
seemed  too  willing  to  give  you  up 
for  life,  it  might  look  like—” 

My  amusement  cut  him  short, 
and  we  chuckled  before  recom¬ 
mencing  preparations.  From  the 
very  beginning  I  knew  diat  once 
my  parents  became  convinced  of 
my  sincerity,  they  would  encour¬ 
age  me  to  follow  Cod’s  will.  The 
break  from  home  was  just  as  hard 
for  them  as  it  was  for  me.  To  this 
very  day  I  can  vividly  see  and 
feel  every  detail  of  that  final  part¬ 
ing  in  the  depot;  the  grayness  of 
the  January  morning,  of  the  smoky 
atmosphere,  of  my  father’s  hair 
and  face;  the  slump  of  his  shoul¬ 
ders,  the  pressure  of  mother’s 
rough  hands,  and  her  choked  up 


voice  wishing  me,  “Goodbye, 
daughter.  Cod  bless  you!” 

He,  Of  AU  People 

Dear  Pa  and  Mai  Their  tre¬ 
mendous  faith  has  adequately 
compensated  them  for  any  lack  of 
life’s  material  gifts!  Now,  as  I 
meet  pupils  whose  parents 
strangle  their  vocations  by  that 
delicate  silver  cord  so  celebrated 
in  drama  and  story,  I  can’t  help 
making  comparisons. 

Take  Sister  Mary  Petroc’s  fa¬ 
ther;  he  really  did  surprise  all  of 
us.  He,  of  all  people.  Here  he 
was,  a  representative  Catholic, 
ideal  father  and  pal  to  his  eight 
children,  and  deserving  of  A  Plus 
for  cooperation  in  parish  activi¬ 
ties.  His  daughter  had  considered 
the  religious  life  from  her  early 
grade  school  days  and  openly  dis¬ 
cussed  the  matter.  He  had  always 
smiled  and  spoken  of  his  great  re¬ 
spect  for  Sisters  and  the  good 
work  they  did.  When  at  the  end 
of  her  junior  year  Janet  gently 
told  her  father  she  was  going  to  be 
a  Sister  when  she  graduated,  he 
flatly  refused  his  consent.  “I  sup¬ 
pose,”  Janet  opined,  “he  had 
thought  all  along  it  would  pass  as 
did  my  spasmodic  desires  to  be 
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an  actress,  a  dancer,  a  journalist,  a 
nurse,  and  a  dramatics  teacher.” 

His  first  objection  was  that 
motherhood  was  the  ideal  vocation 
for  any  woman.  The  convent  was 
all  right  for  girls  who  lacked  qual¬ 
ifications  for  marriage;  the  qualifi¬ 
cations,  according  to  him,  being 
beauty,  brains,  health,  and  talent, 
an  interpretation  most  flattering  to 
Sisters,  of  course. 

And  Maybe  Martyrdom? 

His  second  objection  was  the 
prize  winner.  “We  are  on  the 
verge  of  war  with  the  Commun¬ 
ists.  Undoubtedly,  it  will  be  a  re¬ 
ligious  war,  and  priests  and  nuns 
will  be  the  first  victims.  There¬ 
fore—”  This  produced  an  effect 
opposite  to  the  one  intended. 
Thrilled  with  the  desire  of  mar¬ 
tyrdom,  Janet  became  more  deter¬ 
mined  to  join  our  Community. 

In  a  way,  one  can  scarcely 
blame  the  man  for  not  yielding 
without  a  struggle;  Janet  was  a 
lovely  lass  in  whom  nature  and 
grace  had  united  to  produce  a 
gifted  character.  Fortunately, 
Janet’s  mother  had  something  to 
say,  so  today  we  have  a  Sister 
Mary  Petroc  named  for  her  father, 
Peter.  This  had  a  happier  ending 
than  the  case  of  MaryAnn. 

MaryAnn  heard  the  Savior’s 
call  in  her  grade  school  years  and 
began  directing  her  life  to  diat 
end.  Daily  Mass  and  Holy  Com¬ 
munion,  the  reading  of  spiritual 
books  and  pamphlets,  contact  with 


Sisters,  and  the  arrangements  of  a 
course  of  studies  that  would  pre¬ 
pare  for  a  teacher’s  certificate  in 
the  convent,  all  this  she  did  and 
more.  Besides,  she  shared  most 
of  the  fun  and  interests  of  normal, 
healthy  girls  her  age.  We  were 
certain  she  had  the  makings  of 
a  good  religious,  but  we  didn’t 
reckon  with  her  mother. 

“Dad  is  understanding  and  en¬ 
courages  me  in  every  way,  but 
whenever  I  mention  the  topic, 
mother  gets  a  sick  spell,”  wept 
MaryAnn  when  we  tried  to  help 
her  in  her  senior  year.  Finally, 
Father  Z.  called  at  the  home  and 
tactfully  reminded  this  mother  of 
her  duties  toward  God  and  her 
fellowman,  that  her  husband  was 
a  good  provider,  that  MaryAnn 
was  the  second  youngest  of  nine 
children,  and  that  she  certainly 
did  not  need  her  daughter’s  help. 
Father  also  asked  why  she 
set  such  high  value  upon  her 
daughter’s  eventually  marrying 
since  two  of  her  other  children 
were  obviously  unhappily  married, 
and  another  at  home  was  irres¬ 
ponsibly  sowing  his  wild  oats. 
“You  will  thank  God  your  daugh¬ 
ter  is  safe  and  happy  in  a  convent 
doing  God’s  will,  enjoying  a  hun¬ 
dredfold  in  this  life  and  preparing 
to  enjoy  an  everlasting  reward  in 
eternity,"  he  concluded. 

The  priest  no  sooner  left  when 
MaryAnn’s  mother  hurried  to  the 
phone,  called  a  big  department 
store,  and  began  ordering  gingham 
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for  MaryAnns  aprons,  black  sa¬ 
teen  for  underskirts,  and  other 
dry  goods  and  notions  for  her 
trousseau.  A  change  of  heart?  No! 
Mother  was  going  to  be  subtle  and 
win  her  daughter  with  kindness. 
Soon  MaryAnn  would  be  ashamed 
to  leave  a  mother  so  loving  and 
self-sacrificing.  Despite  this,  July 
found  the  girl  happily  settled  in 
the  Postulate  of  our  Community, 
but  not  for  long.  It  took  a  stronger 
character  than  hers  to  resist  her 
mother’s  tears  and  pleas  at  each 
monthly  visit.  By  December  she 
was  too  confused  to  know  whether 
or  not  she  wanted  to  receive  the 
habit,  and  in  a  highly  emotional 
state  returned  to  her  home. 

Here  she  has  remained  for  the 
past  five  years,  keeping  her  mother 
company  and  performing  minor 
tasks.  She  has  no  interest  in  social 
life,  in  young  men,  in  a  career, 
nor  in  furthering  her  education. 
She  is  gradually  conforming  to  the 
I>attem  of  a  frustrated  old  maid. 
She  often  mentions  returning  to 
us,  but  seems  unable  to  face  the 
issue.  This  is  the  “happier  fate” 
for  which  MaryAnn  left  the  crea¬ 
tive,  rewarding  religious  life. 

Those  noble  Sisters  of  ours  who 
were  stronger  than  the  MaryAnns 
and  persevered  despite  parental 
protests  can  grimly  describe  how 
the  blissful  day  they  received  the 
habit  was  marred  by  the  cruel  ab¬ 
sence  of  an  unreconciled  loved 
one.  They  recall  watching  their 
companions  with  beaming  fathers 


and  mothers,  while  one  or  both  of 
their  own  were  sulking  at  home 
like  Achilles  in  his  tent.  One  of 
these  never  saw  nor  heard  from 
her  mother  until  she  made  her 
final  vows.  Five  long  years!  An¬ 
other  did  not  even  then  hear  from 
her  father,  and  when  she  visited 
him  in  his  last  illness  he  turned 
his  face  to  the  wall.  Parents 
should  be  mindful  they  are  but 
seeds,  and  “unless  the  seed  falling 
into  the  ground  die,  itself  remain- 
eth  alone.” 

God  Claims  His  Own 

There  remains  something  incom¬ 
plete  and  unfulfilled  in  the  life 
of  every  person  who  does  not 
follow  his  vocation.  From  my 
own  childhood  days  I  recall  the 
case  of  the  most  envied  woman  in 
our  neighborhood.  She  was 
yoimg,  pretty,  vivacious,  and  loved 
by  the  best  husband  and  health¬ 
iest  baby  one  could  desire.  She 
unselfishly  shared  her  happiness 
with  everyone,  and  her  secret 
came  out  one  day  when  she  had 
brought  some  dainties  for  my 
mother  who  was  ill.  “It  makes  me 
feel  better  just  talking  to  you,” 
my  mother  remarked.  “Life  has 
been  good  to  you  and  you  radiate 
that  goodness  to  everyone  you 
meet.” 

A  shadow  passed  over  her  face 
and  then  she  forced  a  smile.  “I 
thank  God  every  day.  Perhaps  it’s 
His  way  of  compensation,”  she 


THAT  SILVER  CORD 


7 


wistfully  explained.  “You  see,  I 
always  wanted  to  be  a  Sister.  In 
fact,  I  had  my  plans  all  made 
once,  but  my  mother  said  it  would 
kill  her  if  I  did  it,  so  I  married 
Frank.  But  there’s  something  here, 
a  restlessness,  a  yearning—.”  She 
tapped  her  breast,  then  saw  me 
wide-eyed  in  the  doorway  and 
abruptly  changed  the  subject. 
That  was  the  last  time  we  saw  her 
alive.  Two  weeks  later  both  she 
and  her  daughter  contracted 
diphtheria  and  died  within  two 
days  of  each  other.  Cod  had  ap¬ 
parently  claimed  His  own. 

Fortunately  there  is  an  over¬ 
whelming  number  of  heroic  par¬ 
ents  to  offset  the  selfish  ones  and 
keep  the  religious  life  flourishing. 
One  is  a  widow  who  reared  and 
educated  twin  daughters,  her  only 
children,  and  gave  them  every 
opportunity  to  develop  into  well- 
grounded  specimens  of  Catholic 
womanhood.  Eagerly  she  anti¬ 
cipated  their  staying  at  home  wnth 
her  after  college  graduation,  but 
when  they  expressed  dieir  desires 
for  a  higher  life,  she  silenced  their 
regrets  with,  “You  have  your  lives 
to  live,  and  mine  is  on  the  wane. 
Why  should  you  give  up  your 
vocations  for  me?” 

Joining  a  community  in  their 
hometown  would  have  eased  the 
blow,  but  they  felt  called  to  one 
in  another  state.  Cheerfully  this 
woman  takes  tlie  train  to  visit 
them  several  times  a  year,  and 


never  refers  to  her  loneliness  nor 
poor  health.  The  widow’s  mite? 
No,  the  widow’s  all. 

Once  while  conversing  with 
some  friends  I  happened  to  relate 
this  story.  One  of  the  women 
burst  into  tears  and  exclaimed, 
"Why,  I  don’t  think  she  made  a 
sacrifice.  Would  that  my  child 
had  such  a  fate!  Her  married  life 
is  now  filled  with  more  crosses 
than  she  could  possibly  have  had 
in  the  convent.” 

Another  of  our  Sisters  was  an 
only  child  whose  father  was  a 
non-Catholic.  However,  he  and 
his  wife  willingly  gave  her  to  Cod 
when  she  finished  college.  Cod 
was  not  outdone  in  generosity. 
The  father  was  received  into  the 
Catholic  Church  on  the  day  of  his 
daughter’s  final  vows. 

'There  are  others,  among  whom 
are  those  whose  weekly  pay  check 
would  have  eased  the  financial 
strain  at  home.  They  entered  the 
convent,  and  in  due  time  their 
home  finances  became  favorably 
adjusted.  Those  whose  families 
were  in  dire  need  financially  and 
otherwise  have  been  rejected  by 
the  community  until  the  circum- 
itenccs  have  been  altered.  How¬ 
ever,  some  of  the  very  people  who 
consider  their  health,  old  age  and 
support  sufficient  reason  to  inter¬ 
fere  with  a  religious  vocation,  are 
inconsistently  willing  to  give  their 
daughter  to  the  married  state. 
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The  separation  is  difiBcuh,  but 
prayer  and  conformity  to  Cod’s 
will  can  wonderfully  lighten  the 
burden.  Then,  too,  an  acquaint¬ 
ance  with  Sisters  and  priests  and 
their  way  of  life  shows  one  the 
joy  in  which  a  rebgious  shares. 
Also  look  at  the  problem  from  a 


natural  point  of  view.  Read  the 
current  insurance  ads  wherein  a 
father  who  does  not  provide  for 
his  family’s  futiure  is  considered  a 
cad.  Ask  yourself  whether  you 
can  faiiiy  oppose  a  way  of  life  that 
gives  your  daughter  spiritual  and 
financial  seciuity  for  all  eternity. 


There  is  in  every  true  woman’s  heart  a  spark  of  heavenly 
fire,  which  lies  dormant  in  the  broad  daylight  of  prosperity, 
but  which  kindles  up  and  beams  and  blazes  in  the  dark  hour 
of  adversity. — Washington  Irving. 
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Wives  Are  Told 


What  Your  Husband 
Really  Thinks  of  You 

Rev.  Hugh  Calkins,  O.S.M.* 


I  AST  Sunday  I  spent  an  inter- 
^  esting  day  with  fifteen  married 
couples.  It  was  quite  an  adven¬ 
ture.  I  picked  up  quite  a  bit  of  in¬ 
formation  about  what  husbands 
and  wives  really  think  of  each 
other.  The  reason  for  my  being 
with  this  group  all  day  was  I  con¬ 
ducted  a  Cana  Conference.  You  re¬ 
member  Our  Lord’s  first  miracle 
at  Cana  in  Galilee?  Well,  these  in¬ 
formal,  round-table,  give  and  take 
sessions  are  named  after  that 
event.  I  thought  you  might  be  in¬ 
terested  in  facts  I  discovered  in 
my  preparatory  reading  and  in  the 
discussions  about  husbands. 

Prepare  now  to  e.xamine  your 
conscience.  Maybe  >'ou’re  guilty  of 
only  a  few  or  ma)’be  even  of  all 
of  the  mistakes  I’ll  mention  today. 
Husbands  have  quite  definite  and 
at  times  surprising  ideas  about 
what  wives  should  be  and  do. 
Wives  are  sometimes  so  wrapped 
up  in  being  good  home  managers 
and  busy  mothers  that  they  muff 
their  first  task  of  being  good  wives. 

*Reprinted  from  the  pamphlet  ‘The  Woman 
in(toa,  Indiana.  26c. 


Maybe  you’re  not  guilty,  but 
many  wives  disturb  husbands  by 
being  too  emotional.  Two  out  of 
three  husbands,  in  national  sur¬ 
veys,  complain  wives  are  hot-head¬ 
ed,  irritable,  too  easily  hurt,  nerv¬ 
ous  or  otherwise  emotionally  out 
of  control.  Maybe  it’s  an  aftermath 
of  war;  possibly  it’s  the  housing 
shortage  xvith  cramped  living 
quarters  forced  upon  couples; 
maybe  it’s  the  nerve-\vracking  job 
of  making  yesterday’s  budget  pay 
the  big  bills  of  today— whatever 
the  cause,  husbands  find  too  emo¬ 
tional  wives  hard  to  work  with  as 
partners. 

Missionary  Wives 

I  guess  we’ve  all  heard  com¬ 
plaints  about  nagging  wives.  But 
it  surprised  me  to  find  husbands 
are  much  more  bothered  by  “mis¬ 
sionary  wives.”  I  mean  wives  who 
are  ruggedly  determined  to  im¬ 
prove  their  husbands.  So  many 
husbands  are  sad  and  upset  be¬ 
cause  too  many  wives  are  knee- 

in  the  Home,”  Oar  Sandar  Visitor.  Hunt- 
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deep  in  projects  to  improve  them. 
They  like  to  be  helped  and  in¬ 
spired  by  wives,  but  they  like  to 
be  allowed  to  live  and  be  them¬ 
selves  too. 

'  May  I  suggest  as  a  missionary 
priest,  that  wise  wives  do  the  im¬ 
proving  gently  and  subtly,  without 
making  husbands  too  aware  of  it. 
They  lead  their  husbands  into  de¬ 
sired  patterns  of  behavior  through 
a  clever  use  of  praise.  It  is  only 
when  husbands  are  made  uncom¬ 
fortably  aware  of  reform  attempts 
that  their  hair  bristles. 

Women  are  so  used  to  dealing 
with  children,  they  forget  that  men 
very  strongly  resent  being  treated 
like  children.  Wives  so  often  scold 
about  details  that  mean  little  to 
men.  They  correct  husbands  about 
comparative  trifles  like  ashes  upon 
a  carpet,  towels  hanging  askew  in 
a  bathroom,  in  much  the  same 
way  they  correct  youngsters.  That 
hurts  a  man’s  vanity. 

Housekeeping  Fanatics 

Which  thought  leads  us  natural¬ 
ly  to  housekeeping  fanatics.  Many 
wives,  determined  to  show  other 
women  how  neat  and  clean  they 
are,  drive  their  husbands  to  dis¬ 
traction-taking  a  long  walk,  or  a 
long  drink— because  they  are  too 
fussy  about  housekeeping. 

Homes  are  not  supposed  to  be 
neat  as  hospital  wards.  They  are 
supposed  to  be  restful  havens  for 
families  to  enjoy  in  a  relaxed 
mood.  Wives  ought  to  consider 
how  livable  their  homes  really  are, 


not  worry  too  much  about  what 
women  neighbors  drink.  It’s  really 
amazing  how  such  fanatic  fussi¬ 
ness  can  upset  domestic  peace. 

One  husband  tossed  a  question 
at  me  this  way:  “Father,  you  talk¬ 
ed  about  marriage  being  a  union 
of  soul  as  well  as  body.  Doesn’t 
that  imply  that  a  wife  should  try 
to  share  the  mental  interest  of  her 
husband?  And  shouldn’t  she  keep 
herself  intellectually  keen  so  she 
can  exchange  ideas  with  her  hus¬ 
band?” 

Well,  that  led  us  into  much  talk 
about  how  wives  can  get  in  mental 
ruts.  Even  though  many  of  them 
are  well  educated,  they  get  so  all 
they  talk  about  boils  down  to  food, 
clothes,  babies,  neighbors.  Ob¬ 
viously,  God  intended  wives  to  be 
concerned  primarily  with  domestic 
affairs;  that’s  their  domain  su¬ 
preme.  But  they  don’t  need  to 
stagnate  mentally.  With  proper 
schedule  planning,  they  can  find 
time  to  sharpen  up  the  dull  edges 
in  their  minds  and  in  their  con¬ 
versations. 

Money  Matters 

Perhaps  husbands  will  always 
think  wives  are  extravagant  in  the 
way  they  handle  money  matters 
in  the  home.  Far  be  it  from  me  to 
take  sides  in  this  eternal  argument. 
But  I  would  suggest  to  wives  a 
very  good  method  of  proving  you 
are  not  extravagant.  I’d  suggest 
you  follow  three  practices. 

First— build  up  a  cushion  of  sav- 
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ings  of  some  sort  so  your  little  ex¬ 
travagances  won’t  loom  so  large. 

Second— put  your  family  on  a 
budget.  This  will  tend  to  curb  his 
and  your  unessential  spending. 

Third— have  a  financial  confer¬ 
ence  with  your  husband  at  least 
once  a  month.  These  conferences 
will  give  you  a  chance  to  teach 
him  the  facts  of  living  costs  today 
and  may  convince  him  you’re 
doing  your  best  under  trying  burd¬ 
ens. 

These  three  practices— a  cushion 
of  savings,  a  budget,  regular  con¬ 
ferences  —  may  change  your  hus¬ 
band’s  mind  about  the  extrava¬ 
gance  he  suspects. 

Someone  has  said  that  an  ideal 
marriage  binds  two  persons  to¬ 
gether  like  an  elastic  band.  That 
means  that  they  must  be  flexible 
in  their  attitude  about  personal 
habits.  Even  people  deeply  in  love 
say  and  do  many  things  which 
annoy  each  other.  Wives  so  often 
complain  that  men  forget  to  give 
compliments  about  their  meals,  ap¬ 
pearance,  home-making.  All  too 
often  it’s  true.  Yet  husbands,  much 
more  than  most  wives  realize,  are 
hurt  that  wives  are  not  more  inter¬ 
ested  in  their  husband’s  work. 

A  husband  wants  to  be  compli¬ 
mented  about  his  triumphs,  his 


decisions,  his  shrewdness  in  deal¬ 
ing  with  associates.  When  his  wife 
does  not  show  interest  in  his  work, 
he  begins  to  wonder  if  all  the 
struggle  is  really  worthwhile. 

Since  Eve  first  invited  Adam  to 
eat  the  forbidden  fruit,  husbands 
have  accused  wives  of  talking  too 
much.  We  all  know  that  the  gab¬ 
biness  of  wives  often  arises  from 
the  fact  of  being  alone  so  much 
during  the  day,  or  at  least  being 
away  from  fellow-adults.  But  even 
then,  what  husbands  object  to  in 
this  talkativeness  is  talking  that 
distracts  them  from  something 
they  wish  to  do  more  than  listen, 
or  when  the  talk  is  an  uninterest¬ 
ing  monologue.  Too  many  wives 
even  make  their  talk  monopolo- 
gues.  Sure,  tell  what  happened  all 
day  to  you  and  the  children,  but 
don’t  spend  so  much  time  on 
what  the  dressmaker,  milkman, 
grocer  had  to  say. 

Long  ago,  Joseph  Conrad,  the 
novelist,  remarked  that  women 
have  a  very  difficult  life,  since 
most  of  it  is  spent  trying  to  please 
men.  Be  that  as  it  may,  if  wives 
wish  to  have  happy  homes  they 
should  work  hard  to  be  under¬ 
standing  and  adult  companions  to 
their  husbands.  Treating  them  as 
important  individuals  pays  rich 
dividends. 


For  the  Jealous 

St.  Louise  de  Marillac  tells  us  that  jealousy  “is  like  a 
cantankerous  worm  which  keeps  on  gnawing  until  it  either 
destroys  what  excites  it  or  destroys  itself  in  its  efforts.” 


Case  Dismissed 

Bread  Versus  Flowers 

Patty  Mead  Griesemer 


THE  sun  wasn’t  up  long  enough 
to  warm  a  man’s  shoulders  be¬ 
fore  Sherwood  heard  about  it. 
Squire  Mead  was  tearing  up  his 
peony  borders,  deliberately  shaking 
off  the  earth  and  tossing  each 
naked  plant  on  the  walk  to  be 
swept  up  and  carried  off  in  the 
hired  man’s  wheelbarrow. 

Sherwood  shook  its  head  in 
amazement.  The  story  traveled 
around  town  clockwise  and 
counter-clockwise.  Squire  Mead’s 
4iuiet  little  wife  had  wrought  this 
(lestruction  single-handed! 

Folks  never  did  for  the  life  of 
them  understand  a  grown  man 
planting  peonies  instead  of  com 
and  tomatoes  for  market.  Still,  no¬ 
body  dared  walk  right  up  and 
<|uestion  his  motives.  His  wife 
didn’t  say  anything  either.  It  was 
what  she  did. 

To  understand  why  everyone 
took  on  so,  please  realize  that  Sus¬ 
an  Mead  was  Sherwood-bom-bred- 
and-taken-for-granted.  But  not  her 
husband.  Coming  from  New  York 
with  his  mysterious  aura  of  the 
city,  Edmund  Mead  was  a  local 
phenomenon.  Besides  which,  be 
came  stubbomer  than  most. 

Mead  had  happened  to  Sher¬ 


wood  fifteen  years  before.  His  fa¬ 
ther,  a  wholesale  grocer,  thought 
the  city  was  distracting  young 
Mead  from  learning  the  family 
business.  So  Edmund  was  ban¬ 
ished  to  the  hinterlands  of  western 
New  York  with  orders  to  open 
branches  of  the  Mead  Grocery  Co. 
on  the  highway  being  cut  through 
Buffalo  in  the  1840’s. 

But  Mead  never  did  settle  down 
to  green  groceries.  To  the  family 
chagrin,  Edmund  fell  in  love  with 
green  hills  and  the  alluring  possi¬ 
bilities  of  undeveloped  land,  also 
with  the  farmer’s  daughter.  He 
built  his  dream-house  in  Sherwood 
(pop.  500),  married  Susan  and 
settled  down  for  Hfe  determined  to 
subdue  the  countryside  into  gard¬ 
ens  formal  as  Versailles. 

Sherwood  never  got  over  city 
slicker  Mead.  Nobody  could  say 
he  didn’t  work  hard,  got  up  even 
'earlier  than  his  farmer-neighbors. 
He  planted,  he  cultivated,  he 
reaped,  but  all  for  a  hybrid  peony 
he  kept  on  calling  some  foolish 
Latin  name. 

There  was  certainly  no  under¬ 
standing  him,  so  finally  Sherwpod 
stopped  asking  itself  questions 
about  Mead  and  adopted  him  as  4 
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local  celebrity.  They  unanimously 
named  him  “The  Squire.” 

His  garden  was  the  county 
showplace.  Sundays  the  church  fa¬ 
thers  proudly  walked  the  boxwood 
paths  beside  Squire  Mead  and  his 
gold-headed  cane  from  the  city. 
Weekdays  they  brought  disputes 
to  be  settled  by  him  before  they 
could  reach  courtroom  size  be¬ 
cause  his  legal  knowledge  like  his 
flowers  was  free. 

Yes,  fifteen  years  and  nine  chil¬ 
dren  later,  Squire  Mead’s  gardens 
were  a  marvel  of  precision  and 
beauty,  and  he  had  a  reputation  as 
“judge,”  but  Farmer  Mead  still 
couldn’t  earn  a  penny  with  his  hoe. 

Luckily  he  had  chickens  in  the 
backyard  as  well  as  peacocks  in 
the  rose  arbor,  but  shoes  for  the 
growing  family  had  to  be  bought 
vrith  a  carefully  budgeted  allow¬ 
ance  from  Mead’s  father.  And  the 
rest  of  their  clothes  had  to  be  pro¬ 
duced  miraculously  by  Susan’s  deft 
fingers  working  long  after  every¬ 
one  else  was  asleep,  to  turn  her 
silk  trousseau  dresses  into  chil¬ 
dren’s  outfits. 

When  the  shoe  money  went  for 
flower  bulbs  Susan  worked  a  little 
harder  rather  than  prick  the 
Squire’s  vanity  by  denying  him 
orre  blossom.  If  she  wore  calico  to 
church  no  one  guessed  why,  not 
even  her  husband. 

Squire  Mead  accepted  his  daily 


bread  as  unquestioningly  as  the 
four  seasons. 

But  even  Susan  couldn’t  make 
bread  without  flour.  The  morning 
of  the  famous  rout  of  the  peonies. 
Mead  sat  imperturbably  at  the 
breakfast  table. 

One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  he 
counted  slowly  as  he  dumped  each 
level  teaspoon  of  sugar  into  a  cof¬ 
fee  cup  worthy  of  his  own  circum¬ 
ference.  He  sighed.  A  sprinkle 
more  for  good  measure. 

“Edmund,”  said  his  wife  when 
this  ceremony  was  completed.  (No 
one  else  addressed  him  so  familiar¬ 
ly.)  “That’s  the  last  of  the  sugar 
barrel.”  She  shifted  their  youngest 
mouth-to-feed  to  her  shoulder. 
“And  there’s  not  enough  flour  to 
dust  out  a  cake  pan.” 

“Oh  yes,  yes.”  The  Squire  ab¬ 
sent-mindedly  chucked  his  son 
under  the  chin.  He  had  pocketed 
her  list  of  necessary  supplies  four 
days  ago  and  up  the  path  he  came 
each  night  gesturing  empty- 
handed  as  he  described  a  peony 
in  bloom. 

Susan  could  be  frugal  with 
words  as  well  as  with  flour.  To 
importune  her  husband  was  an  un¬ 
rewarding  business.  But  this  once 
she  would  insist.  “For  the  fifth  day 
this  week,  Squire  Mead,  I  present 
to  you  an  empty  supply  closet." 

Mead  was  unruffled.  He  prob¬ 
ably  hadn’t  heard  her  the  other 
four  days.  After  breakfast  he  left 
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h^,wife  standing  in  the  doorway, 
surrounded  by  her  hoopsldrts  and 
children. 

**Yes,  of  course.  I’ll  hitch  the 
horses  and  go  to  the  center  today,” 
and  he  sauntered  down  the  front 
walk  until  he  spotted  a  weed  bold¬ 
ly  growing  between  two  neatly 
labeled  peonies  (p.  Albiflora).  He 
groaned  and  leaned  over  his  large 
waisteline  to  snatch  the  weed  from 
its  bed  of  loam. 

“Your  family’s  coming  today  and 
the  Rev.  Smythe  will  be  joining 
them  for  dinner,”  Susan  called 
after  him.  “They  all  have  a  better 
appetite  for  cake  than  for  flowers.” 

"Yes,  my  dear,  you’re  quite  right 
about  the  flour.”  Mead  gave  his 
wife  a  reassuring  nod  without  real¬ 
ly  seeing  her  slender  figure  in  the 
doorway.  His  eyes  were  on  the 
Prince  Albert’s  Plume  next  to  the 
door.  A  rare  and  delicate  shrub, 
would  it  survive  another  New 
Yoric  winter? 

The  last  Susan  saw  of  Edmund 
was  his  coat-tail  bent  over  a  peony. 
The  peony’s  orange  petals  shone 
like  die  sun  and  drooped  heavily 
as  if  they  had  been  dipped  in  gold. 
Edmund  tenderly  tied  the  over¬ 
burdened  stem  to  its  stake.  A  visit 
from  the  Mead  family  meant  a 
command  performance  for  the 
peonies. 

Susan  gave  her  skirt  an  impa¬ 
tient  shake.  No  time  now  for  gaz¬ 
ing  at  the  handiwork  of  Edmund 
and  Ck>d.  She  had  to  get  down  the 


best  r  china  and  set  the  big  t^ble. 
The  Meads,  like  the  peonies,  need¬ 
ed  lots  of  room. 

Whenever  peonies  were  in 
bloom  and  strawberry  shortcake 
could  be  counted  on,  the  Meads 
made  a  pilgrimage  up  the  Erie 
Canal  to  visit  their  adored  Ed¬ 
mund  and  his  famous  gardens. 
Susan  set  places  for  his  mother,  his 
regal  sister  Emiline  Augusta  and 
her  minister-husband,  who  scorned 
the  fleshpots  but  could  be  urged 
to  eat  more  pie,  and  who  fancied 
himself  an  epicure  but  was  mostly 
just  a  hungry  man. 

Heavens.  Nearly  noon.  Susan 
washed  the  babies’  faces  and 
changed  her  calico  for  a  silk  rep 
that  was  the  claret  color  of  Ed¬ 
mund’s  latest  peony.  The  dress 
was  a  gift  from  Edmund’s  mother 
and  deserved  one  last  fling  before 
the  executioner’s  scissors  turned  it 
into  teen-age  outfits.  Susan  drew 
her  trim  five  feet  up  to  five-one. 
Whoever  would  guess  she  had  al¬ 
most  as  many  children  as  Edmund 
had  peony  borders? 

She  could  hear  Emiline  tartly 
‘observing  that  silk  was  hardly  suit¬ 
able  to  country  life  and  the  coun¬ 
try  girl  Edmund  “condescended” 
to  marry.  Emiline  found  country 
life  "suitable”  only  when  straw¬ 
berries  were  in  season. 

Susan  put  a  bowl  of  daisies  on 
the  table,  not  daring  to  touch  the 
peonies,  and  dashed  to  the  bam 
to  see  if  the  market  wagon  had 
come  in  with  her  supplies.  The 
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wagon  stood  empty.  Edmund,  his 
foot  toeing  the  spokes  on  one 
wheel,  was  discussing  topsoil 'with 
his  farm  hand.  He  had  forgotten 
her  list.  In  a  daze  she  returned  to 
the  house,  going  the  long  way 
through  the  rose  arbor  to  try  to 
improvise  a  menu.  Then  the  peon¬ 
ies  burst  upon  her  in  all  their 
glory.  She  stooped  and  gathered 
the  prize  collection  into  her  arms. 

When  dinner  was  ready  the 
guests  found  a  table  radiant  with 
peonies— red  ones  on  the  platter, 
pale  pink  on  the  cake  plate  and 
the  sugar  bowl  bursting  with 
white. 

A  miumer  of  hungry  indigna¬ 
tion  traveled  down  the  table  in¬ 
stead  of  grace. 

“Humph,”  said  Emiline  when 
her  brother  stared  at  his  wife’s 
new  dress  and  plucked  absently  at 
the  peony  on  his  plate. 

Edmund  took  a  second  hurt 
look  at  the  sugar  bowl  that  would 


desert  him  in  his  hour  of  need. 
He  felt  his  pocket  for  the  list  and 
hurried  from  the  table. 

But  the  Rev.  Smythe  was  first 
to  speak.  “The  lilies  of  the  field 
were  never  lovelier,”  he  said,  look¬ 
ing  over  a  peony  and  straight  at 
Susan. 

The  peony  story  was  out  before 
breakfast  next  day  and  folks  greet¬ 
ed  Susan  Mead  with  a  new  re¬ 
spect.  Here  was  a  woman  of 
power.  They  stood  a  little  straight- 
er  when  they  saw  her  coming  to¬ 
ward  the  church. 

But  it  wasn’t  until  the  second 
Monday  wash  was  out  before  any¬ 
one  dared  ask  whether  the  Squire 
planned  to  put  corn  or  asparagus 
in  the  peony  beds. 

“Neither  one,”  said  his  farm 
hand.  “Going  to  be  a  new  strain 
of  dalhias.  Not  just  ordinary  dal- 
hias  but  a  fancy  kind  has  to  be 
ordered  all  the  way  from  the  city.” 


Man  at  the  Fairgrounds 

The  world  is  a  vast  fair.  A  man  walks  through  life  along 
its  midway.  On  all  sides  created  things  are  like  barkers  vending 
their  wares.  They  try  to  get  him  to  tarry,  to  toss  the  hoop  or 
roll  the  lucky  balls,  to  try  his  strength  at  this  or  his  skill  at  that 
All  want  his  attention,  his  time,  his  money.  A  myriad  of  crea- 
turely  attractions  beckon.  A  million  venders  call  on  every  side. 
But  If  a  man  is  smart  he  deafens  himself  to  their  sales  talk,  he 
shuts  his  eyes  to  their  allure,  he  snatches  himself  free  from 
their  grasping  fingers.  He  pushes  straight  on  to  the  big  show, 
the  main  attraction  at  the  end  of  life’s  midway:  he  goes  straight 
on — to  God! — Action  Now! 


Read  to  Your  Children 


Their  Magic  Rhythmic  Circle 

Selma  Lentz  Morrison 


“T“HREE  year  old  Teddy  sat  in 
his  little  arm  chair  and 
watched  his  mother  with  wide,  in¬ 
terested  eyes.  The  rapt  expression 
on  his  face  spoke  eloquently  of  his 
complete  absorption  in  the  story 
she  was  reading. 

Sometimes  he  sat  on  her  lap  and 
looked  at  the  pictures  as  she 
turned  the  pages.  But  now  that  he 
was  a  big  boy  of  three,  he  brought 
her  the  book  of  his  choice  and 
more  often  seated  himself  in  his 
favorite  chair,  before  giving  her 
the  signal  to  start  the  story. 

Frequent  glances  from  the 
comer  of  her  eye  appraised  his 
mother  of  his  attention.  She  also 
observed  him  as  he  left  his  place 
now  and  then  and  moved  about 
the  room.  He  enacted  bits  here 
and  there  with  sound  effects.  His 
mother  was  most  fascinated  with 
his  evident  motion  in  the  rhythm 
established  by  her  reading.  As  the 
story  progressed,  Teddy  extended 
his  stage  to  include  his  mother. 
She  was  no  longer  just  the  nar¬ 
rator,  she  was  the  center  of  his 
dramatization.  She  served  as  his 
essential  prop  and  emerged  as  an 
important  character  with  whom  he 


shared  both  new  and  old  experi¬ 
ences. 

When  Mother  concluded  the 
story,  Teddy  tucked  his  beautiful 
book  under  his  arm  and  marched 
away  to  place  it  on  a  shelf.  As 
mother  did  her  work  they  once 
again  played  bits  of  the  story.  Toy 
playmates  were  included  and  soon 
the  original  theme  moved  into  an 
ever  widening  circle  until  real  life 
and  make  belief  were  merged. 

Daddy  Takes  Over 

Later,  when  daddy  arrived 
home  for  dinner,  Teddy  brought 
the  book  and  stood  by  his  knee 
while  daddy  started  reading.  This 
big  man  had  a  delightful  and  rib¬ 
tickling  way  of  pausing  at  con¬ 
venient  spots  and  impersonating 
animals  and  people.  Teddy  loved 
these  moments  and  ran  to  bring 
mother  in  for  the  performance. 
Soon  the  three  were  so  engross^ 
they  knew  nothing  of  time  or 
place.  Teddy  and  his  mother  once 
again  moved  into  the  magic  circle 
with  the  same  stor\'  but  under 
entirely  different  circumstances 
and  therefore  enjoyed  a  brand  new 
experience.  And  this  time  the 
circle  xvidened  to  include  daddy. 
Thus  the  whole  family  shared  their 
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'  experiences  and  created  new  ones 
by  sharing. 

A  few  evenings  later,  Aunt  Jo 
and  Uncle  Bill  came  for  a  visit. 
While  everyone  was  in  the  living 
room,  Teddy  brought  his  book  and 
asked  if  he  might  read  the  story. 
Now  Aunt  Jo  and  Uncle  Bill  had 
given  him  this  particular  book. 

As  the  grown  ups  listened  fasci¬ 
nated,  the  little  boy  sat  in  a  huge 
chair,  turning  page  after  page, 
"reading’  the  context  word  for 
word.  Teddy,  like  many  young¬ 
sters,  knew  the  words  so  well  from 
hearing  them  that  he  could  detect 
any  omission  or  slight  deviation. 
As  he  “read”  he  occasionally  held 
up  a  page  so  the  grown  ups  could 
share  the  picture.  With  all  senses 
alert  the  little  boy  launched  into 
the  story  enlarging  the  circle  to 
include  people  beyond  his  family. 

The  Circle  Widens 

Next  day  as  Teddy  and  mother 
ate  lunch,  they  listened  to  a  chil¬ 
dren’s  Story  Hour  on  the  radio. 
Suddenly  Teddy  ran  and  brought 
his  book.  Still  listening  he  turned 
the  pages  until  he  found  a  certain 
picture.  Then  with  excited  words 
he  told  mother  that  the  radio  boy 
did  one  thing  like  the  hero  of  his 
own  book. 

Thus  the  wide  awake  three  year 
ok)  projected  himself  and  his  favo¬ 
rite  story  character  into  another 
realm  by  way  of  comparison.  And 
the  circle  ever  widened.  Teddy 


would  tell  mother  stories.  Often 
after  a  play  period  out  doors  he 
announced  his  intention  of  telling 
a  story,  prefacing  it  by  stating 
which  part  was  “so-tale”  and 
which  “play  like,”  making  his  own 
distinction  between  the  real  and 
fancied  world.  But  most  important, 
through  the  quickening  of  his 
imagination  he  deepened  his  sen¬ 
sitivities  and  increased  his  innate 
capacity  for  sympathetic  under¬ 
standing  of  people  and  situations. 

In  turn  mother  recalled  a  little 
song  with  similar  situations  which 
she  sang  and  played  on  the  piano. 
Her  son  stood  by  with  shining  eyes 
until  she  had  finished,  then  asked 
that  she  repeat  it.  As  she  did  so, 
he  skipped  down  the  hall  to  the 
song’s  rhythm  and  returned  with 
the  much  read  book.  Opening  it  to 
the  suggested  incident,  he  pro¬ 
posed  that  they  sing  from  his  b^k. 
So  mother  and  son  adapted  the 
medium  of  music,  the  circle  was 
filled  with  magic.  Soon  they  were 
making  melodies  and  words  of 
their  own. 

Now,  mother  brought  her  bag 
and  they  hurried  off  to  shop.  She 
sang  their  newly  created  tune 
story  as  Teddy  swung  onto  her 
hand  and  “hippety-hopped  to  the 
grocery  shop.”  But  purchase  of 
groceries  was  postponed  awhile 
when  Teddy  stopped  at  the  book 
store  and  asked  to  buy  the  radio 
story.  Teddy  found  the  story  and 
identified  its  illustrated  cover  from 
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his  mental  picture  of  the  radio  per¬ 
formance. 

Back  home,  Teddy  hurried  to 
look  at  first  the  new  and  then  the 
old  book.  He  and  mother  read  the 
new  one.  Soon  he  had  seated  his 
toy  animals  around  the  table  and 
was  drawing  pictures  for  them. 
Just  before  dinner  time,  laying 
both  books  and  three  drawings  at 
daddy’s  plate,  he  watched  for 
daddy  from  the  front  window. 

Later  daddy  examined  the  pict¬ 
ures  with  great  interest.  Noting  a 
troubled  expression  on  the  face  of 
Teddy’s  crayon  boy,  daddy  asked 
the  reason.  He  explained  that  the 
first  one  showed  the  boy’s  mistake, 
the  second,  what  happened  to  him 
when  he  acted  wrongly  and  the 
third,  his  happy  face  when  he  was 
a  good  fellow. 

Mary  and  Baby  Jesus 

The  very  next  morning,  this 
growing,  expanding  little  person¬ 
ality  set  up  a  picture  gallery  on 
himself,  when  he  had  erred,  been 
scolded  and  then  forgiven.  He 
posted  these  expressions  of  his 
dawning  moral  consciousness  on 
his  bedroom  wall.  When  father 
returned  home  at  evening  his  son 
led  him  to  each  drawing,  thus 
sharing  his  ideas  which  were  also 
now  a  vital  part  of  his  experiences. 

In  the  days  following  his  next 
birthday  Teddy  asked  for  the 
story  of  Mary  and  Baby  Jesus 
over  and  over  again.  He  was  quiet 
without  word  or  play  motion,  as 


if  lost  in  deep  thought.  One  morn¬ 
ing,  mother  sat  on  a  park  bench 
while  Teddy  ran  swiftly  to  the  top 
of  a  grassy  hill  overlooking  the 
lake.  As  he  threaded  his  way  back 
dirough  crowds  of  children  play¬ 
ing  on  the  grass,  a  thoughtless, 
impatient  mother  slapped  her  cry¬ 
ing,  thirsty  baby.  Teddy,  shocked 
at  this  new  and  frightening  scene, 
stood  rooted  to  the  spot.  With 
wide  alarmed  eyes,  he  watched  the 
screaming  baby  as  its  mother 
pushed  the  buggy  away  from  the 
beach.  Then  he  climbed  up  beside 
his  own  mother  and  asked  for  the 
story  of  “Mother  Mary  and  Baby 
Jesus.” 

As  his  mother  told  the  story, 
Teddy  did  not  know  that  all  eyes 
in  the  surrounding  area  were 
watching  him,  for  he  was  still 
staring  in  the  direction  of  the  cry¬ 
ing  child.  When  mother  con¬ 
cluded,  Teddy  took  her  hand  and 
said  he  wanted  to  go  home. 

At  bedtime,  he  sat  on  daddy’s 
lap,  while  mother  read  of  the 
happy  throngs  of  children,  who 
sat  on  the  lap  or  played  at  the 
feet  of  a  kind  Man  on  a  sunny  hill¬ 
side.  Then  the  tired  little  boy 
climbed  into  bed. 

As  his  head  touched  the  pillow 
he  prayed, 

“God  bless  children  everywhere. 

Children  dark  and  children  fair. 

Please  don’t  miss  a  one  at  all. 

Hear  their  prayers  when’er  they 
call.” 
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Teddy’s  and  his  parents’  read¬ 
ing  had  broadened  his  contacts  in 
the  sunlight  of  his  days.  Now  he 
moved  beyond  home  horizons  into 
the  friendly,  restful  darkness  of 


night  as  he  included  all  the  world’s 
children  in  his  magic  circle.  And 
through  their  own  child’s  eyes  mo- 
tlier  and  daddy  could  envision  all 
these  other  children. 


It  Works  This  Way 

Your  Child  Will  Be  Nice 
I£  You  Are 


Garland  Havill 


A  FTER  12  years  I  have  finally 
learned  how  to  handle  my 
daughter.  That  statement  sounds 
fantastic,  but  it’s  true.  And  the 
secret  of  this  belated  discovery  is 
not  at  all  astounding.  The  plain 
fact  is  that  if  I  act  nicely  toward 
her,  she  will  invariably  act  the 
same  way  toward  me. 

Our  Wills  Clashed 


When  I  remember  all  the  years 
spent  in  commanding,  and  shriek¬ 
ing  at  my  offspring,  I  shudder. 
Being  a  very  young  mother,  I  had 
the  mistaken  idea  that  the  most 
important  phase  in  raising  a  child 
was  making  sure  there  was  no 
spoiling  done.  If  she  didn’t  do 
what  she  was  told  to  do,  when  she 
was  told  to  do  it,  she  got  a  hard 
spanking.  My  every  word  was  an 
order.  I  was  determined  to  bend 
her  will  to  mine. 

Well,  her  will  didn’t  bend.  In¬ 


stead,  she  started  to  fight  back. 
When  I  yelled  at  her,  she  yelled 
at  me.  When  I  spanked  her,  she 
grabbed  hold  of  my  hands.  She 
grew  more  rude  and  more  disobe¬ 
dient. 

This  rebellion  puzzled  me  then, 
but  now  I  recognize  her  actions  as 
involuntary  efforts  to  protect  her¬ 
self.  She  was  no  doubt  flinching 
inside  at  the  sound  of  my  voice,  at 
my  constant  punishing  and  com¬ 
plaining.  There  was  a  clash  of  wills 
between  us  all  the  time. 

New  Tactics  Work 

As  the  years  rolled  by,  I  started 
to  grow  up  a  little  myself.  And 
with  this  mahuity  came  the  reali¬ 
zation  that  my  methods  in  handl¬ 
ing  my  child  were  all  wrong.  It 
gradually  sank  into  my  brain  that 
my  little  girl  deserved  more  con¬ 
sideration,  more  kindness  and 
patience. 
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I  began  to  ask  favors  of  my 
daughter  instead  of  demanding 
them.  Instead  of  finding  fault  with 
every  task  or  feat  she  attempted,  I 
tried  a  little  praise.  This  change  in 
my  tactics  worked  wonders.  To  my 
surprise  and  joy,  her  attitude  and 
actions  toward  me  changed,  too. 

Her  actions  reflect  mine.  When 
I’m  polite  to  her,  she’s  polite  to 
me.  When  I’m  even  tempered  and 
patient  with  her,  she’s  sweet  temp¬ 
ered  with  me.  When  I  do  forget 
and  use  a  sarcastic  tone  of  voice 
with  her,  I  immediately  say,  “I’m 
sorry.”  And  that  works  wonders 
too.  The  clash  of  \vills  between  us 


has  subsided.  The  arguments  and 
temper  flare-ups  have  nearly  dis¬ 
appeared.  A  spirit  of  harmony  has 
settled  over  both  of  us. 

I  have  discovered  that  my  girl  is 
really  an  easy-going,  co-operative 
child.  All  she  ever  needed  or  want¬ 
ed  was  to  be  treated  with  courtesy 
and  understanding. 

It  took  me  12  years  to  catch  on, 
but  I’m  thankful  that  I  have  finally 
done  so.  Because  it’s  a  sad  truth 
that  some  parents  never  do  “catch 
on.”  All  in  the  world  1  have  to  do 
to  get  my  child  to  treat  me  nicely, 
is  to  treat  her  the  same  vray.  It’s 
as  simple  as  that 


Bad  Impression? 

If  you  can  tell  how  to  wax  a  floor  in  fluent  words,  and  if 
you  can  describe  how  to  drive  a  car  very  clearly,  if  you  can 
give  a  recipe  for  a  cake,  or  directions  on  how  to  fix  a  radio, 
how  is  it  that  when  asked  about  the  thing  which  should  be  the 
most  important,  we  sometimes  fall  down  flat,  and  have  to  pass 
,  the  question  on  to  someone  else,  while  the  questioner  stands  by, 
wondering  a  bit  about  these  people  who  have  such  a  solid  Faith 
..  and  yet  cannot  answer  a  simple  question.  None  of  us  know  all 
the  answers,  and  if  we  come  across  something  which  is  beyond 
our  knowledge  at  the  moment,  we  should  say  so,  and  offer  to 
find  out  the  answer  from  a  priest,  for  the  questioner;  but,  we 
should  never  giggle  and  clearly  show  that  we  just  do  not  know 
a  simple  answer.  We  should  educate  ourselves  to  be  able  to 
handle  the  simple  issues,  and  at  lease  to  act  intelligent  about 
our  Faith. — Action  Now. 


We  can  feel  the  presence  of  the  great  Master;  we  can  recog¬ 
nize  the  fringe  of  His  garment;  and  can  almost  fancy  we  hear 
the  rustling  of  His  robe. — Gasquet. 


A  Provident  Father 


Did  Jesus  Christ 
Make  His  WUl? 

Louis  C.  Fink 


THE  complicated  society  in 
which  we  live  has  made  it 
rather  necessary  for  each  of  ws  to 
draw  his  will.  Otherwise,  our  prop¬ 
erty  may  not  be  distributed  just  as 
we  w'ould  like  when  we  die.  Banks 
and  tnist  companies  in  every  city 
run  ads  advising  their  customers 
to  make  a  will.  Not  the  least  of  the 
advantages  is  the  tax  saving  which 
can  be  effected  if  your  estate  hap¬ 
pens  to  be  fairly  substantial. 

More  important  than  tax  savings 
is  the  desire  of  each  of  us  to  pro¬ 
vide  for  our  wife,  our  children,  the 
other  members  of  our  family.  The 
material  wealth  we  have  accumu¬ 
lated  must  be  distributed  exactly 
as  w'e  have  planned. 

Jesus  Christ  is  of  course  our 
m(^el  in  all  things.  Did  He  make 
a  will?  As  far  as  we  know,  Jesus 
had  no  personal  property  except 
the  clothes  he  wore  at  His  Cruci¬ 
fixion— and  the  soldiers  threw  dice 
for  them.  The  little  band  of  Apost¬ 
les  led  by  Jesus  put  their  few^  coins 
in  a  community  fund,  and  did  not 
wrorry  too  much  about  w'liat  they 


w'ould  eat,  or  what  they  would 
w'ear. 

But  Christ  had  something  far 
more  precious  to  leave  than  earth¬ 
ly  goods.  The  law's  of  some  states 
provide  that  you  can’t  direct  the 
disposition  of  your  estate  for  a 
longer  period  than  “two  lives  in 
being,”  That  is,  your  property 
must  be  disposed  of  finally  Ik*- 
fore  the  death  of  two  persons— 
named  in  your  will— who  are  alive 
at  the  time  of  your  death. 

The  fortune  which  Jesus  Christ 
had  to  leave  was  for  the  benefit 
of  all  humanity.  His  fortune  must 
be  available  for  all  time,  and  not 
limited  to  the  lives  of  any  small 
number  of  persons.  Did  He  leave 
a  will  to  direct  how  it  should  be 
done? 

Lest  you  think  that  a  will  is  a 
fairly  modem  document— and  that 
people  in  the  time  of  Christ  never 
made  a  will— let  me  point  out  that 
an  Egyptian  by  the  name  of  Wah 
drew'  his  w'ill  500  years  before  the 
birth  of  Christ.  The  Metropolitan 
Museum  of  Art  in  New  York  has 
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Wah’s  will,  a  complete  document 
on  papyrus  which  appoints  an  ex¬ 
ecutor,  provides  for  the  education 
of  Wah’s  children,  and  includes  all 
the  provisions  which  are  in  the 
modem  will. 

Priceless  Heritage 

So  it  is  not  altogether  incon¬ 
ceivable  that  the  Man-God  might 
have  made  His  will.  Since  He 
knew  in  advance  the  time  and 
manner  of  His  death.  He  would 
have  been  able  to  provide  for  His 
spiritual  heirs.  After  all,  Jesus 
Christ  had  no  material  wealth  to 
leave,  but  He  did  have  a  priceless 
spiritual  heritage,  an  estate  of  in¬ 
comparable  value. 

There  is  no  evidence  that  Jesus 
ever  sat  down  and  wrote  a  will, 
but  there  can  be  no  doubt  at  all 
that  He  left  directions  as  to  how 
His  estate  was  to  be  distributed. 
It  is  more  than  coincidence  that 
our  modem  term  of  “last  will  and 
testament”  sounds  very  much  like 
the  name  for  the  Bible,  “Old  and 
New  Testament.” 

In  the  case  of  both  the  Bible 
and  a  modem,  legal  will,  the  test¬ 
ator  expresses  his  wishes  for  the 
future.  He  gives  directions  as  to 
the  way  in  which  he  would  like  to 
dispose  of  the  wealth  he  has  ac- 
ciunulated  during  his  lifetime.  Cod 
has  set  down  such  a  plan  in  the 
Bible.  Unfortunately,  we  don’t 
have  the  original  manuscripts— the 
oldest  Hebrew  manuscript  belongs 
to  the  second  century  before 


Christ,  the  Book  of  Isaias  found  in 
a  cave  near  Jericho  in  1947. 

But  in  both  the  Old  and  New 
Testaments,  we  have  the  will  of 
Cod  as  He  left  it  to  us.  And  Jesus 
Christ,  second  person  of  the  Trin¬ 
ity,  spoke  in  a  way  that  sounds 
very  much  like  a  present-day  “last 
will  and  testament.” 

The  first  requirement  of  a  will 
is  that  it  be  dated.  I  think  Jesus 
dated  His  will  most  specifically  as 
just  forty  days  after  His  death  and 
glorious  resurrection.  We  celebrate 
the  event  when  we  commemorate 
His  Ascension  into  heaven.  The 
Catechism  tells  us  that  “Christ  re¬ 
mained  on  earth  forty  days  after 
His  Resurrection  to  prove  that  He 
had  tmly  risen  from  the  dead  and 
to  complete  the  instmctions  of  the 
apostles.” 

Eleven  Witnesses 

Jesus,  of  course,  had  been  in¬ 
structing  His  apostles  for  the 
better  part  of  three  years.  But  He 
knew  that  those  instructions  must 
be  completed,  and  so  He  returned 
to  earth  to  prove  Who  He  was, 
and  to  complete  the  details  of  the 
disposition  of  His  spiritual  estate. 
If  all  of  us  had  forty  days  after 
death  to  draw  a  will,  what  won¬ 
derful  documents  we  might  writel 

In  order  to  be  legal  and  bind¬ 
ing,  a  will  in  most  states  must  also 
be  witnessed  by  two  persons. 
Christ  had  eleven  witnesses  at  the 
signing  of  His  will,  for  He  ap¬ 
peared  to  the  Eleven  as  they  were 
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eadng  a  meal— as  we  know  from 
die  Gospel.  Then,  having  given 
them  their  final  instructions.  He 
arose  into  heaven.  John  actually 
refers  to  himself  as  a  witness. 

Now  the  will  was  dated,  wit¬ 
nessed,  signed,  sealed  and  deliver¬ 
ed.  The  place,  as  far  as  we  know, 
was  Mount  Olivet,  where  a  taber¬ 
nacle  has  been  erected  to  com¬ 
memorate  the  glory  of  the  Ascen¬ 
sion. 

What  are  the  provisions  of  this 
heavenly  will?  How  does  Jesus 
divide  His  estate?  What  does  He 
want  His  heirs  to  do?  Instead  of 
trying  to  remember,  or  interpret 
for  ourselves,  let’s  look  at  what  the 
four  evangelists  said  that  Christ 
told  them  in  His  last  hours.  Here 
are  their  owti  words,  their  own 
report  of  what  Christ  said: 

Saint  Matthew:  “All  power  in 
heaven  and  on  earth  has  been 
given  to  me.  Go,  therefore,  and 
make  disciples  of  all  nations,  bap¬ 
tizing  them  in  the  name  of  the 
Father,  and  of  the  Son,  and  of  the 
Holy  Spirit,  teaching  them  to  ob¬ 
serve  all  that  I  have  commanded 
you;  and  behold,  I  am  with  you 
all  days,  even  unto  the  consumma¬ 
tion  of  the  world.” 

Christ  has  never  gone  bade  on 
His  promise  to  remain  with  us. 
Wlien  He  ascended  into  heaven. 
He  left  perhaps  a  hundred  Cath¬ 
olics.  Today  there  are  400  million, 
and  the  total  gro>\'S. 

Saint  Mark  reports  that  Jesus 


urged  the  Apostles  to  “preach  the 
gospel  to  every  creature.  He  who 
believes  and  is  baptized  shall  be 
saved,  but  he  who  does  not  be¬ 
lieve  shall  be  condemned.’ 

According  to  Saint  Luke,  Jesus 
completed  His  last  words  on  earth 
by  telling  His  Apostles,  “you  your¬ 
selves  are  the  ^vitnesses  of  tfiese 
things.  And  I  send  forth  upon  you 
the  promise  of  the  father.” 

Saint  John,  who  was  the  inti¬ 
mate  friend  of  Jesus,  who  knew 
His  wishes  perhaps  better  than  the 
others,  adds  an  important  clause 
to  this  Will  of  Jesus  Christ.  Just 
before  His  Ascension,  John  re¬ 
ports,  Jesus  named  an  executor  of 
His  estate.  After  breakfast  on  that 
last  day,  Jesus  turned  to  Peter  and 
asked,  “Simon,  son  of  John,  dost 
thou  love  me  more  than  these  do?” 

Accepting  his  commission,  Peter 
answered,  “Yes,  Lord,  thou  know- 
est  that  I  love  thee.”  Then  Jesus 
looked  at  Peter  and  said,  “Feed 
my  lambs”  twice,  and  the  third 
time  “Feed  my  sheep.” 

Peter  The  Rock 

In  earlier  days,  Christ  had  told 
Peter  that  he  was  a  rock  upon 
which  His  Church  would  be  built. 
Now,  in  his  last  words  as  a  man, 
Jesus  appoints  Peter  His  executor, 
telling  him  to  feed  the  lambs  and 
the  sheep  who  were  His  people. 
He  predicted  then  how  Peter 
would  die,  and  said  simply,  “Fol¬ 
low  Me.” 

Every  will  has  to  be  admitted 
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to  probate.  That  is,  the  executor  and  they  are  there  for  us  to  read 
goes  into  court  and  has  a  judge  in  the  gospels.  Not  everyHiing 

confirm  his  authority  to  act.  From  could  be  written  down,  for  this  is 

the  moment  of  probate,  the  execu-  no  simple  estate  of  a  few  hundred 
tor  has  the  legal  power  to  dispose  thousand  dollars,  a  house,  some 
of  the  estate,  to  distribute  the  as-  stocks  and  bonds,  and  a  business 
sets  to  the  heirs  in  accordance  with  enterprise. 

the  terms  of  the  will.  Pentecost  is  This  is  the  royal  estate,  the 
the  day  of  probate,  the  day  when  legacy  for  all  time.  There  were 
the  Holy  Ghost  descended  on  the  many  other  things  that  Jesus  did; 
Apostles  with  fiery  tongues.  Now  «but  if  every  one  of  these  should 

Peter,  the  executor,  and  the  other  Jug  written,  not  even  the  world  it- 

ten  Apostles,  all  \vitnesses  to  the  self,  I  think,  could  hold  the  books 
will,  received  the  gift  of  tongues,  that  would  have  to  be  written.” 

Most  of  all  they  received  the  Saint  John,  the  beloved  disciple, 
pace  and  the  strength  necessary  ,,.5 

for  their  assignment.  It  is  not  easy  rt.  Then  he  added.  This  is  the 
to  se^  an  estate,  but  the  authon- 

ty  of  the  probate  court  always  - 

helps  file  executor. 

"Teach  all  nations;  baptize  been  so  important,  or  lasted  so 

them;  remember  I  am  with  you”  long,  or  offered  legacies  to  so 

—these  are  clauses  in  the  will  of  many.  It  is  an  unlimited  estate, 

Jesus  Christ.  Everything  He  did  ior  this  Testator  gave  without 

at  said  while  on  earth  might  also  stint.  All  we  have  to  do  is  accept 

be  considered  clauses  in  His  will,  our  inheritance. 


What  Fair  Means 

Wales  is  practically  missionary  territory  today.  In  relation 
to  the  population  there  are  few  Catholics.  Churches  are  few 
and  scattered.  But  read  through  the  medieval  poetry  of  Wales 
and  you  find  it  full  of  references  to  Our  Lady.  If  you  look  at  a 
map  of  Wales  today  you  will  find  hundreds  of  place-names 
ending  with  fair,  such  as  Lanfair,  etc.  Fair  is  the  Welsh  word 
for  Mary.  Before  the  great  devastation  of  the  Sixteenth  Century 
Our  Lady  was  Queen  of  Wales. — Perpetual  Help. 


About  Marriage  and  Babies 

'My  Doctor  Says' 


Mary 

/^N  my  wedding  day  I  had  a 
^  notion  that  marriage  and 
babies  went  together.  I  made  a 
resolution  that  I  would  find  myself 
a  good  general  practitioner  to  take 
care  of  myself,  my  husband  and 
our  family,  if  any. 

Alas  for  the  plans  of  mice,  men 
and  newl>-weds!  Seven  years  later, 
my  checkbook  stubs  read  like  the 
roll  call  of  the  County  Medical  As¬ 
sociation.  Our  family  has  been 
serviced  by  at  least  four  general 
practitioners  and  three  specialists. 

All  this,  understand,  was  not  my 
idea— death  in  one  instance,  and 
specialization  in  another,  stepped 
into  the  picture. 

While  going  to  all  these  doctors 
and  being  observed  by  them,  I  had 
ample  opportunity  to  make  a  few 
observ’ations  of  my  own  about 
doctors.  One  thing  that  puzzled 
me  was  the  changing  opinions  on 
confinement.  When  I  had  my  first 
baby  I  lay  in  bed  for  nine  days. 

This,  of  course,  was  not  my 
idea;  in  fact,  I  considered  the 
whole  matter  quite  disastrous.  For 
one  thing  I  found  it  difficult  to 
look  glamorous  lying  on  the  flat 
of  my  back.  For  another,  I  was 


Loven 

laboring  at  that  fame  under  the 
quaint  delusion  that  having  a  baby 
was  an  easy  thing  and  the  minute 
you  got  home  you  pitched  right  in 
from  where  you  left  off.  Needless 
to  say  this  idea  disappeared  com¬ 
pletely  by  the  time  I  had  been 
home  half  an  hour. 

Progress,  They  Call  It 

By  the  time  I  had  my  fourth 
baby,  four  years  later,  I  was  look¬ 
ing  forward  to  a  nice  long  stay  in 
a  hospital  bed.  What  happened? 
The  doctor  told  me  to  get  out  of 
bed  the  second  day. 

This  did  not  give  rise  to  any 
great  enthusiasm  on  my  part,  but 
as  usual  I  did  what  I  was  told. 
Now  all  this  adds  up  to  only  one 
thing— inconsistency^thou^  some 
people  call  it  progress. 

Of  course  the  medical  profession 
is  not  alone  in  its  changing  opin¬ 
ions.  This  is  an  age  of  conflicting 
and  changing  opinions  and  “isms.” 
We  women  begin  to  realize  after 
awhile  that  we  are  not  the  only 
ones  who  h'ke  to  change  our 
minds. 

I  suppose  that's  why  some  wo¬ 
men  think  that  the  Catholic 
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Church  ought  to  change  like 
worldly  institotions.  They  reason 
that  if  hat  stylet  ota  t^ange  to 
meet  “the  needs  of  the  day,”  the 
Catholic  Church  ought  to  do  the 
same.  And  now  that  the  rules  re> 
garding  the  Eucharistic  fast  have 
been  relaxed  you’ll  hear  some  wo* 
men  voice  the  opinion  that  relaxa¬ 
tion  of  tive  laws  on  birth  control 
ought  to  be  the  next  item  on  the 
Pope’s  agenda. 

When  it  comes  to  matters  per¬ 
taining  to  the  home,  “the  little  wo¬ 
man”  apparently  thinks  she  reigns 
supreme— she  not  only  twines  her 
husband  around  her  little  finger 
but  she  thinks  she  can  do  the  same 
to  rile  Pope.  After  all,  she  reasons, 
you  can’t  expect  people  to  raise 
a  large  family  in  this  day  and  age 
—we  want  to  plan  our  own  family 
in  our  own  way.  It’s  our  business. 

There  are  just  two  things  she 
forgets— that  this  type  of  selfish 
reasoning  puts  her  right  smack 
behind  the  eight  ball  and  that 
whereas  Church  laws  change  from 
time  to  time  to  meet  needs  of 
the  day  (such  as  the  recent 
changes  in  the  fast)  Cod’s  moral 
law  never  changes  and  unlawful 
birth  control  is  a  sin  against  that 

There’s  another  thing  I  noticed 
in  my  seven  years  as  a  not-too- 
patient  patient  Many  mothers  re¬ 
gard  their  doctors  as  infallible, 
although  doctors  would  be  the  last 
to  make  this  claim.  Just  listen  to  a 
group  of  mothers  some  day.  If 
they  want  to  clinch  an  argument 


or  make  a  plain  statement  impres¬ 
sive  they’ll  preface  their  remarks 
with  “my  doctor  says.”  In  fact  for 
the  last  two  months  of  my  fifth 
pregnancy  I  went  around  saying 
“my  doctor  says  it’s  going  to  come 
early  and  it’s  going  to  come 
quick.” 

And  Did  It? 

1  really  believed  that.  So  did  riie 
doctor  and  so 'did  my  husband— 
to  the  point  where  he  was  having 
nightmares  al>out  babies  being 
bom  in  taxis.  And  did  it  come 
early  or  quickly?  Three  days  after 
the  baby  was  due  and  three  weeks 
after  my  suitcase  was  packed  for 
the  hospital,  I  found  myself  sitting 
in  the  doctor’s  office  asking  the 
$64  question— When?  That  was  at 
8  p.m. 

At  9  p.m.  I  had  an  answer  in 
the  fomi  of  some  symptoms,  and 
tiie  doctor  told  me  to  go  to  the 
hospital.  Keeping  in  mind  the  sec¬ 
ond  half  of  the  prophecy— it’s 
going  to  come  quick— we  started 
to  make  frantic  preparations  for 
our  trip.  My  husband  dashed  up¬ 
stairs  to  get  my  suitcase;  then  he 
remembered  he  hadn’t  called  the 
cab  so  he  came  dashing  down  the 
stairs  without  the  suitcase  to  place 
the  call.  Then  he  dashed  upstairs 
to  get  the  suitcase  and  his  coat, 
and  came  dowmstairs  wearing  his 
bathrobe  over  his  dungarees.  More 
dashing  up  and  down  stairs. 

By  the  time  the  taxi  arrived  I 
was  trying  to  soothe  hubby  instead 
of  vice  versa,  but  the  taxi  driver 
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took  in  the  situation  with  a  glance 
and  with  his  aid  I  was  delivered 
safely  to  the  maternity  floor  about 
9:30. 

At  1  o’clock  the  next  afternoon  I 
was  still  waiting,  and  wondering 
what  I  would  tell  the  neighbors  if 
I  had  to  go  home  without  a  baby. 
Undoubtedly  I  would  preface  my 
remarks  with  “my  doctor  says.” 
Fortimately  this  catastrophe  was 
averted.  The  baby  was  bom  that 
day. 

They’re  Human  Too 

We  are  sometimes  inclined  to 
make  gods  out  of  our  doctors  in¬ 
stead  of  human  beings.  When  a 
doctor  talks  about  spacing  babies, 
or  cautions  about  not  having  any 
more  babies  at  all,  we  should  re¬ 
member  that,  although  he  has  our 
physical  welfare  at  heart,  his  word 
is  not  infallible  and  we  still  must 


look  after  our  spiritual  or  moral 
welfare. 

It  stands  to  reason  that  if  we’re 
willing  to  spend  hours  waiting  for 
the  doctor  to  give  his  diagnosis,  we 
should  also  be  willing  to  ask  as¬ 
sistance  from  a  priest  who  can 
direct  us  spiritually  and  help  us 
in  the  care  of  our  moral  well¬ 
being.  At  least,  while  we’re  wait¬ 
ing  our  turn  to  talk  to  a  priest  we 
don’t  have  to  worry  about  his 
being  called  out  for  a  delivery. 

And  when  we  really  have  our 
physical  welfare  and  our  moral 
welfare  well  in  hand,  we’ll  realize 
that  having  babies  is  not  a  matter 
of  keeping  up  with  the  Joneses  or 
with  the  world,  but  is  strictly  a 
matter  between  ourselves  and 
God,  of  doing  God’s  will  in  prefer¬ 
ence  to  our  own.  Then  whether  we 
have  one  baby  or  a  dozen,  we’ll  be 
happy. 


No  Fibber,  He! 

The  man  with  all  the  fishing  gear  but  no  fish  walked  into  a 
neighborhood  fish  market  and  pointing  to  a  display  of  “fresh- 
caught  fish,”  asked  the  proprietor  to  toss  a  dozen  of  them  to 
him.  The  owner  protested — said  he  would  be  glad  to  wrap  them 
up  nicely  for  him. 

“You  don’t  understand,”  said  the  unsuccessful  angler.  “I 
may  not  be  a  fisherman,  but  neither  am  I  a  liar  and  when  my 
wife  asks  me  if  I  caught  any  fish  today  I  want  to  be  able  to 
say  “yes.’  ” — T.  J.  Mclnemey. 


A  classic  is  something  that  everybody  wants  to  have  read 
and  nobody  wants  to  read. — Mark  Twain. 


Victory  Smile 

story  of  a  Teacher  and  a  Boy 

Joseph  Paulsen 


CADLY  Sister  Evelyn  noted  that 
^  the  war  ntos  still  on.  Jimmie 
Sanders  still  hadn’t  forgiven  her. 
'This  hurt  her,  because  she  knew 
he  had  some  grounds  for  his  atti¬ 
tude.  Three  years  of  teaching  the 
sixth  grade  had  taught  her  much. 
Evidently  it  had  not  taught  her 
enough  by  last  Friday.  Good 
heavensi  Had  this  gone  on  for  a 
week? 

Yes,  it  w'as  last  Friday  that  she 
had  lost  her  temper  and  called 
Jimmie  “stupid”  before  the  entire 
class.  Now  she  was  learning  how 
long  a  time  it  takes  to  erase  a 
thoughtless  moment. 

“Good  Lord,  I  must  have  cut 
him  deeply  to  get  such  a  frozen 
attitude  on  that  youthful  face,” 
she  thought.  His  gasp  of  surprise, 
the  frantic  effort  to  suppress  all 
emotion,  his  whitened  complexion 
—all  these  flooded  into  her  memo¬ 
ries  of  that  day. 

Jimmie  knew  he  was  no  bright 
student,  but  he  tried  hard  and  she 
had  always  appreciated  his  strug¬ 
gles  and  been  sympathetic.  Yet  on 
Friday  she  had  been  crossi 

Nothing  had  gone  right  that 
day.  The  spilled  coffee  in  the  con¬ 


vent  kitchen.  Sister  Eloise’s  re¬ 
sentment  when  Sister  Evelyn  had 
unexpectedly  brushed  her  books 
off  the  hall  table  .  .  .  “What  a 
day,”  she  shuddered.  She  hadn’t 
meant  to  spill  the  books.  She  was 
rushing  to  school  early  to  put  on 
the  blackboard  drawings  of  Pales¬ 
tine.  "Nothing  went  right  is  right,” 
muttered  Sister  Evelyn  and  she 
noted  her  illiterate  cliche.  And 
then  Jimmie’s  incredibly  inej>t  re¬ 
marks  on  Jerusalem!  That  had 
done  it.  She  had  flared,  then  re¬ 
pented,  but  it  was  too  late. 

Good  Will  Gone 

Now  she  was  paying.  All  week 
Jimmie  had  sat  quietly.  W^ien  she 
asked  him  questions  to  draw  him 
out,  he  answered  politely  in  an 
even,  unusually  steady  voice,  but 
not  warmly  and  eagerly  as  before. 
His  old  confidence  in  her  good 
will  was  gone.  It  had  spurred  him 
on.  Now,  he  made  more  errors 
than  ever,  and  was  furiously 
ashamed,  feeling  she  was  gloating 
over  him.  He  never  noticed  that 
she  always  tried  to  make  right 
answers  out  of  what  he  gave  her. 

How  could  she  show  him?  How 
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wan  back  ‘  his  confidence?  "O 
Christ,  help  me.  Christ!  That’s 
it!”  she  thought.  “We  were  in 
Palestine  when  we  fell;  in  Pales¬ 
tine  shall  we  be  redeemed.”  Her 
spirits  lifted  and  she  began:  “To¬ 
day  I  want  to  tell  you  about  some 
things  Our  Lord  said  in  the  Ser¬ 
mon  on  the  Mount.  Just  picture 
Jesus  sitting  in  the  midst  of  a 
great  crowd,  some  of  them  friends, 
but  many  of  them  just  curious,  or 
even  hostile  to  Him.  In  that  crowd 
were  many  who  had  grudges 
against  their  neighbor,  people  who 
for  one  reason  or  another  hated  a 
fellow-man.  Jesus  told  them  to  love 
every  one,  even  those  who  had 
done  them  the  biggest  injuries. 
We’re  supposed  to  forgi\’e  any¬ 
thing  that  anyone  does  to  injure 
ns.” 

Would  Christ? 

As  she  talked  Sister  Evelyn 
watched  Ellen  Tracy’s  face,  not 
daring  to  look  at  Jimmie’s.  Ellen’s 
was  a  dreamy-eyed,  pleasant  face 
across  which  was  now  spread  that 
habitual  far-away  look.  Probably 
thinking  of  after-school  hours  and 
haunts,  mused  Sister  Evelyn. 
Couldn’t  she  see  how  important 
this  wasl  But  then,  how  codd  she 
know? 

From  time  to  time.  Sister 
Evelyn  did  steal  a  glance  at  Jim¬ 
mie’s  expression.  His  brow  con¬ 
tracted,  then  smoothed  as  he  set 
his  face  in  an  attitude  of  utter 
passivity.  The  struggle  was  onl 


Sister  poured  her  whole  heart  in¬ 
to  the  punch  lines. 

“Take  some  one,  anjune,  who 
has  done  you  a  wrong.  Now,  hon¬ 
estly,  you  were  hurt,  weren’t  you? 
But  does  that  mean  you  should 
stay  hurt?  Maybe  that  person  was 
thoughtless  and  didn’t  weigh  his 
words  and  actions.  Don’t  you  sup¬ 
pose  that  person  could  be  sorry 
for  what  he  did?” 

Sister  purposely  put  the  offen¬ 
sive  party  in  the  masculine  gender. 
Better  to  let  Jimmie  make  the  ap¬ 
plication  himself.  He’d  be  less 
likely  to  do  it  if  he  thought  she 
wanted  him  to.  She  continued. 

“Put  Christ  in  your  place.  Is 
your  attitude  to  that  person  what 
His  attitude  would  be?” 

Jimmie’s  brow  knotted.  ' 

“He  said,  ‘Love  your  enemies,* 
and  we  want  to  be  like  Him,  don’t 
we?”  All  the  heads  bobbed  in  re¬ 
ply;  Jimmie’s  bobbed  too,  mechan¬ 
ically,  lifelessly.  He  was  occupied 
too  deeply  with  his  own  thoughts 
to  perform  the  action  consciously. 
“After  all,  you  don’t  want  to  keep 
enemies,  do  you?” 

Suddenly,  Sister  Evelyn  broke 
off.  Perhaps  she  was  too  direct. 
She  had  to  bring  this  to  a  close. 
There  was  no  use  laboring  the 
point. 

“Well,  tiiat’s  die  way  Christ 
wants  us  to  act.  We’ve  got  to  rise 
above  ourselves,  to  do  violenoe  to 
our  hurt  feelings  and  forgive  .  .  .” 

She  broke  off  again.  She  was 
getting  too  direct  for  comfort. 
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"Take  out  your  English  gram¬ 
mars,"  she  commanded. 

With  a  great  sigh  of  relief,  so 
great  that  it  was  noticed  by  the 
class  (she  could  tell  because  sev¬ 
eral  heads  came  up  sharply  with 
quizzical  looks).  Sister  Evelyn  saw 
the  hands  of  the  clock  reach  3:30. 

Whose  Victory? 

"All  stand  for  the  prayers  now.” 
While  the  children  rattled  off  the 
prayers.  Sister  added  one  private¬ 
ly,  for  her  special  intention.  “Class 
dismissed!” 

She  hoped  the  departing  child¬ 
ren  could  not  hear  her  pulse 
throbbing  as  she  noticed  Jimmie, 
the  last  to  leave,  forcing  his  way 


up  to  the  front  of  the  room.  He 
had  always  left  by  the  back  door, 
but  this  afternoon  he  was  dragging 
himself  to  the  front  of  the  room. 
As  he  came,  his  brow  was  wrinkled 
in  an  intense  effort  to  conquer 
himself.  Before  he  plunged 
through  the  door,  he  turned  and 
smiled.  Then  he  was  gone.  It  was 
not  a  pleasant,  easy  smile,  but  a 
forced  grimace.  Still,  he  had 
smiled. 

Sister  Evelyn  caught  its  sig¬ 
nificance.  Jimmie  had  made  the 
desired  application.  She  had  won. 
But  no,  she  turned  around  to  the 
crucifix  and  looked  at  Christ.  He 
had  won. 


Matter  of  Enforcement 

City  councilmen  in  Marion,  Ohio,  were  about  to  pass  a 
curfew  law  to  keep  youngsters  off  the  streets  at  night  only  to 
discover  that  such  an  ordinance  has  been  on  the  books  for  years. 
The  researchers  found  that  enforcement  of  the  law  is  not  up  to 
the  authorities,  but  to  parents. — T.  J.  BL 


Traveling  the  Safe  Way 

Are  you  going  to  travel?  Say  a  prayer. 

Are  you  traveling  by  sea?  Say  two  prayers. 

Are  you  sailing  to  the  port  of  marriage?  Say  a  hundred 
prayers! — An  old  proverb. 

Family  life  is  a  voyage  that  demands  a  great  spirit  of 
sacrifice  and  involves  duties  of  vast  responsibility.  It  is  imper¬ 
ative  that  you  bend  all  your  efforts  toward  peace  and  harmony, 
or  your  vessel  will  never  make  it. — Vita  Francescana. 


Reject  Christ,  and 

‘Motherhood 
Will  Go  Unhonored’ 


are  being  taught  the  hard 
way  that  respect  for  mother¬ 
hood  depends  on  Christianity. 

Recently  the  newspapers  report¬ 
ed  that  Warsaw’s  Communist  re¬ 
gime  abolished  the  Polish  labor 
law  protecting  women  against 
heavy  work. 

To  speed  production,  women 
are  liberated  from  the  home  to  do 
the  work  of  strong  men.  Mothers 
are  freed  from  the  labor  of  cook¬ 
ing,  and  sewing,  and  washing,  and 
caring  for  their  children.  An  axe 
for  the  East  Carpathian  forests,  or 
a  shovel  for  the  lead  pits  of  Upper 
Silesia  is  offered  them  instead. 
They  can  now  take  their  places 
in  training  for  war. 

The  Communist  spokesmen  hail¬ 
ed  this  repeal  as  a  “social  achieve¬ 
ment,”  for,  they  said,  it  now 
“opens  all  the  professions  to  wo¬ 
men.” 

Without  Christ — Shame 

Tom  from  their  homes  and  from 
their  children,  the  mothers  of  Po¬ 
land  are  now  exposed  to  the 
coarseness  and  unhappiness  to 
which  so  much  of  the  womanhood 
of  a  de-Christianized  Russia  has 
been  reduced. 


Rev.  Alvin  lUig,  C.S.P. 

The  twentieth  century  is  wit¬ 
nessing  with  its  own  eyes  the  2,000 
year-old  truth  that  when  the  wo¬ 
man  and  the  mother  is  tom  from 
Christ,  she  sinks  back  to  the 
shameful  position  she  held  before 
Christ.  •  ' ' 

Overcome  By  Brute  Force 

The  pre-Christian  Stoic  philos¬ 
opher  Seneca,  for  instance,  calmly 
asserted  of  woman  that  she  is  “a 
shameless  animal,  ...  a  beast  in¬ 
temperate  in  her  desires.”  Aris¬ 
totle,  perhaps  the  greatest  mind 
the  ancient  pagans  produced, 
could  consider  w’oman  as  nothing 
better  than  an  “incomplete  or  mu¬ 
tilated  man,”  the  result  of  some¬ 
thing  gone  wrong  in  nature.'  And 
if  the  great  minds  thought  this  of 
womanhood,  what  were  '  the 
thoughts  of  common  men. 

A  slave,  the  object  of  scorn,  a 
toy  for  passion;  this  is  what  the 
pagan  thought  of  womanhood. 

It  had  to  be  this  way.  Pagan¬ 
ism  in  thought  always  leads  to 
barbarism  in  action.  Without  spir¬ 
itual  values,  naked  bmte  power 
becomes  the  only  standard,  and 
selfish  desires  the  pagan’s  only 
goal. 
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Fear  and  subjection  cover  the 
mother  and  her  child  in  such  ai' 
society.  Brought  before  the  bar  of 
power,  lipped  loose  from  the 
powerful  arms  of  Christ,  the  child 
and  its  mother  are  without  protec¬ 
tion  and  without  rights,  for  com¬ 
passion  toward  the  weak  is  a  flaw 
in  character,  and  mercy  is  an  ex¬ 
pression  of  the  degenerating  in¬ 
fluence  of  Christianity. 

Motheriiood  Is  Sublime 

But  when  the  standard  of  value 
is  the  human  soul,  the  mother  and 
her  child  take  on  infinite  value. 
They  are  viewed  in  the  light  of 
eternity  and  judged  by  the  stand¬ 
ard  of  Christ’s  redeeming  blood. 

The  value  of  the  human  soul 
alone  gives  womanhood  this  dig¬ 
nity.  And  it  is  the  Christian  con¬ 
cept  of  marriage  and  nothing  else 


Like  the  Sun 

A  man’s  growth  in  holiness  resembles  the  passage  of  the 
sun  from  night’s  darkness  to  noonday  brilliance.  Bom  in  the 
night  of  original  sin,  he  receives  light  in  darkness  at  Baptism. 
As  that  light  which  is  life  grows,  so  does  his  hope  and  his  love. 
By  means  of  the  sacraments,  prayer,  penance  and  good  works 
this  man  goes  on  increasing  that  light  and  that  love  until  at 
last  it  bursts  on  him  with  its  full  splendour  in  the  vision  of 
heaven’s  eternal  high  noon. — Action  Now! 


Cost  •  Plus 

Doctor:  Could  you  pay  for  an  operation  if  I  found  one  nec- 
cssaryT 

Patient:  Would  you  find  one  necessary  if  1  couldn’t  pay  for 
it? — ^The  Hypodermic 


that  has  raised  motherhood  to  the 
sublime  plane  of  honor  it  holds  in 
our  Western  World  today. 

But  bring  the  soul  and  marriage 
under  attack,  and  all  this 
crumbles.  Reject  the  principles  of 
Christ  and  you  will  see  the  lofty 
state  of  w'omanhood  fall  before  the 
feet  of  beasts,  and  motherhood 
once  again  go  unhonored. 


To  My  Mother 

If,  for  every 
Thought  of  you, 

I  could  have  saved 
One  drop  of  dew, 

I  should  have  saved 
A  silver  sea. 

And  proved  how  deep, 

A  love  can  be. 

C.  J.  McCaflFrey 


Home  Accidents 

How  Fatal  Ones  Occur 


From  the  Statistical  Bulletin 


/V  CCIDENTS  in  and  about  the 
home  constitute  a  major 
threat  to  the  life  and  limb  of  the 
American  people.  Each  year  such 
mishaps  kill  approximately  28,000 
people  in  our  country,  about  6,000 
of  them  at  the  main  working  ages 
of  life.  In  addition,  at  least 
100,000  persons  are  permanently 
crippled  or  disabled  annually  in 
home  accidents,  and  some  4,000,- 
000  more  are  injured  severely 
enough  to  be  kept  from  their  reg¬ 
ular  activities  for  one  day  or 
longer. 

A  wide  variety'  of  factors  are 
responsible  for  injuries  sustained 
in  the  home,  so  that  there  is  no 
simple  or  easy  solution  to  the 
problem.  Many  of  the  accidents 
may  be  attributed  to  environment¬ 
al  haziiids,  such  as  faulty'  design 
or  construction  of  the  house,  poor 
housekeeping,  or  inadequate  main¬ 
tenance  of  appliances  and  other 
equipment.  Too  often  a  major  role 
is  played  by  such  human  factors 
as  poor  judgment,  ignorance  of  the 
hazards  involved  in  certain  actions, 
and  even  fatigue.  In  many  cases 
an  unsafe  environment  and  human 
failure  each  contribute  their  share. 

An  insight  into  ■  the  circum¬ 


stances  surrounding  fatal  accidents 
among  adults  in  and  about  the 
home  may  be  obtained  from  the 
death  claim  records  of  663  In¬ 
dustrial  policyholders  of  the  Met¬ 
ropolitan  Life  Insurance  Company 
at  ages  15  to  69  years  who  died 
from  such  injuries  in  1951. 

Watch  Your  Step 

Falls  far  outranked  every  other 
type  of  accident  and  were  respon¬ 
sible  for  nearly'  one  half  of  all  the 
fatalities  in  each  sex.  Although 
falls  from  chairs,  beds,  roofs,  en¬ 
dows,  porches,  ladders,  and  so 
forth  contributed  materially  to  the 
total,  stairs  and  steps  accounted 
for  nearly'  as  many  fatalities  as  all 
other  ty'i>es  of  falls  combined. 

A  considerable  number  of  acci¬ 
dents  were  sustained  by  men  and 
women  merely  walking  about  a 
room,  or  going  from  one  room  to 
another.  In  many  of  these  instan¬ 
ces  a  rug  was  reported  as  the 
cause  of  the  fall,  but  highly  polish¬ 
ed  or  wet  floors  as  well  as  objects 
left  carelessly  around  added  to  the 
death  toll.  Some  of  the  victims, 
however,  fell  because  of  illness, 
and  others  for  no  apparent. reason. 

Only  a  rebtively  small  number 
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of  the  men  kiDed  in  falls  were  re¬ 
ported  to  be  engaged  in  some 
household  activity  at  the  time  of 
injury.  A  large  proportion  of  the 
injuries,  particularly  those  on 
stairs,  occurred  when  the  men  re¬ 
turned  to  their  homes  from  a  soc¬ 
ial  evening,  work,  or  shopping. 
Household  duties,  however,  were 
a  somewhat  more  important  con¬ 
tributing  factor  in  fatal  falls  among 
women.  Surprisingly  enough,  only 
two  deaths  resulted  from  falls  in 
the  bathtub. 

Conflagrations  or  bums  by  other 
means  accounted  for  one  fourth  of 
the  fatal  injuries  among  males  and 
for  one  third  of  the  total  among 
females  in  this  insurance  experi¬ 
ence.  No  fewer  than  34  men  and 
women  were  burned  to  death  as 
the  result  of  careless  smoking,  and 
three  others  were  asphyxiated  by 
smoldering  mattresses  ignited  by 
cigarettes.  In  most  instances  the 
victim  dozed  off  in  bed  or  in  an 
upholstered  chair  with  a  lighted 
cigarette  or  pipe  in  the  hand  or 
,mouth. 

The  foolhardy  practice  of  pour¬ 
ing  gasoline  or  kerosene  on  fires 
to  kindle  or  hasten  them  took  the 
lives  of  15  persons.  At  least  11 
others— nine  of  them  women— were 
fatally  burned  while  cooking  or 
otherwise  engaged  in  the  kitchen. 

Is  It  Loaded? 

The  absorption  of  poisonous 
gases  also  resulted  in  a  substantial 
number  of  deaths  in  and  about  the 
home.  These  fatalities  were  due 


very  largely  to  liquids  or  foods 
boiling  over  and  extinguishing  the 
flame,  inadvertent  turning  on  of 
the  stove  jets,  leaking  gas  appli¬ 
ances,  the  use  of  gas  heaters  in 
poorly  ventilated  rooms,  and  the 
seepage  of  coal  gas  from  stoves  or 
furnaces. 

Outside  the  house  proper,  run¬ 
ning  an  automobile  motor  in  a 
garage  accounted  for  11  deaths 
among  men  and  two  among  wo¬ 
men. 

Firearms  mishaps  accounted  for 
26  fatalities,  indicating  the  need 
for  more  care  in  the  handling  and 
storage  of  guns  in  the  home. 

Acute  poisoning  by  solids  or 
liquids  took  19  lives,  nearly  half 
of  the  deaths  being  attributed  to 
barbituric  acid  and  derivatives. 

One  of  the  outstanding  facts  to 
emerge  from  this  study  is  that  a 
large  proportion  of  the  accidental 
injuries  in  the  home  are  prevent¬ 
able.  Fortunately,  many  communi¬ 
ties  throughout  the  country  are  be¬ 
coming  keenly  aware  of  the  toll 
exacted  by  home  accidents  and  are 
launching  campaigns  to  reduce  the 
loss.  Marked  impetus  has  been 
given  to  the  safety  movement  by 
the  Michigan  Conference  on  Home 
Accident  Prevention  held  early  this 
year  at  Ann  Arbor,  which  was 
sponsored  by  the  University  of 
Michigan  School  of  Public  Health, 
the  National  Safety  Council,  and 
the  Public  Health  Service,  and  in 
which  the  Metropolitan  Life  In¬ 
surance  Company  participated. 
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A  Short  Story 

*  1  .  ♦ 

Grandfather  and  the  Magic 

Naomi  S.  McCabe 


I  hate  being  eight  and  a  half  years 
*  old.  I  hate  my  freckles  and 
straight,  braided  hair.  The  only 
time  I  ever  get  rid  of  me  is  when 
I  visit  Grandfather  Jim.  I  guess 
that  is  why  I  go  to  see  him  every 
day,  ‘cause  he  knows  magic. 

He  meets  me  at  the  door. 

“My  lady,”  he  whispers  as  he 
bows  low  and  kisses  my  hand. 
That  makes  the  magic  start.  I’m 
not  eight  and  a  half  anymore.  My 
hair  turns  to  shining  gold  curls 
and  my  skin  is  creamy  smooth 
and  white  with  not  one  freckle. 
Proudly,  I  walk  into  his  castle  a 
gracious,  stiff-stomached,  bulging- 
-in-the-right-places  great  lady. 

Now  you  know  why  I  felt  so 
dark  inside  me  today  when  I  took 
him  some  soup.  I  walked  up  the 
gravel  path  to  Grandfather  Jim’s 
house  and  there  he  was,  asleep  in 
his  chair  by  the  window. 

I  didn’t  change  one  bit  as  I 
tiptoed  through  the  door  and 
down  the  hall  to  the  kitchen, 
where  I  left  the  soup. 

Then  I  went  out  the  back  door 
and  sat  on  the  back  steps.  I  fig¬ 


ured  magic  at  the  back  door  was 
as  good  as  at  the  front  when 
Grandfather  woke  up. 

But  Grandfather  didn’t  wake 
up  in  time  to  start  the  magic  and 
to  keep  me  from  getting  into 
gooseberry  trouble. 

I  could  see  them  growing  next 
door  at  Mr.  Blunkett’s;  all  red  and 
gold  and  green,  sticking  through 
Grandfather’s  picket  fence. 

My  mouth  felt  like  our  dog's 
mouth  looks,  when  he  begs  for 
a  bone.  I  had  to  spit  to  keep 
from  dribbling  onto  my  pinafore. 

I  could  hear  Grandfather’s 
words  and  see  his  finger  wagging 
as  plain  as  if  it  was  real,  right  in 
front  of  me. 

“Never  touch  anything  that 
doesn’t  belong  to  you,  then  youll 
never  take  it.” 

But  my  feet  must  not  have  been 
seen  or  heard.  All  the  time  they 
were  tramping  right  to  the  goose¬ 
berry  bushes,  and  my  hands  be¬ 
gan  stuffing  the  round  ripe  berries 
into  my  dress  pockets. 

My  heart  beat  so  fast  I  looked 
down  to  see  if  it  showed.  But  it 
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wasn’t  my  heart  that  was  sticking 
out.  It  was  my  pinafore  bulging 
out  over  my  dress  pockets. 

I  had  to  hunch  my  shoulders 
forward  and  poke  my  bottom  way 
back  so  that  my  pinafore  would 
hang  straight. 

I  hated  myself  all  over  for 
reaching  through  the  fence  to  get 
more  berries  to  stufiF  into  my 
mouth. 

I’m  stealing  from  Mr.  Blunkett, 
if  Grandfather  finds  out  hell  never 
call  me  ‘My  lady  and  the  magic 
will  be  gone.  Ill  always  be  freck¬ 
led  and  have  straight  braided  hair 
and  eight  and  a  half. 

I  turned  around,  then  there  was 
the  longest  silence  I’ve  ever  listen¬ 
ed  to  when  I  saw  Grandfather 
standing  in  the  path  behind  me. 

I  closed  my  eyes  and  hunched 
my  shoulders  forward.  I  couldn’t 
b^r  to  look  at  him  or  let  him  see 
my  pinafore  sticking  out  over  the 
gooseberries  in  my  dress  pockets. 

The  silence  reached  farther  and 
farther  and  I  got  hotter  and  hotter 
in  my  face  and  throat  and  down 
to  my  ties,  then  he  spoke. 

’’Hello  chicken,”  he  said  calmly, 
"thanks  for  the  soup.” 

If  he  had  turned  me  upside 
down  over  his  knee  and  spanked 
me  on  my  new  blue  panties  it 
wouldn’t  have  hurt  nearly  as  much 
as  when  he  called  me  chicken, 
that  eight  and  a  half  year  old  talk. 
New  1  knew  the  magic  was  gone. 

1  could  feel  the  tears  beginning 


to  come.  I  wanted  to  throw  my 
arms  around  his  neck  and  tell  him 
everything  but  he  didn’t  give  me 
time.  He  took  my  hand  and  start¬ 
ed  down  the  path. 

“Funny  how  today  reminds  me 
of  something  I  learned  when  I 
was  very  young,”  Grandfather 
said.  ' ' 

I  had  to  tell  him,  the  tears  were 
leaking  fast  now. 

“Grandfather  Jim,”  I  began.  But 
he  must  not  have  heard  me  be¬ 
cause  he  went  right  on  talking. 

“Don’t  tell  anyone  but  God  and 
the  one  you’ve  wronged  about 
your  sin,”  he  said,  "Ask  God  to  for¬ 
give  you  and  make  it  right  with 
the  person  you  should.  Other  peo¬ 
ple  have  their  own  sins  to  worry 
about,  they  don’t  want  to  hear 
yours.” 

Then  he  kissed  the  top  of  my 
bead  and  went  in  the  house.  ' 
I  ducked  behind  the  oak  tree 
and  bawled  hard.  I  had  to  before 
I  could  ask  God  to  forgive  me. 
That  wasn’t  hard  to  do  though 
because  He  never  scolds.  I  proni- 
ised  Him  it  would  be  my  last 
gooseberry  sin.  ‘ 

1  was  scared  as  1  walked  to¬ 
ward  Mr.  Blunkett’s  house. 

I  hoped  he  wouldn’t  be  home 
then  I  could  leave  the  gooseber¬ 
ries  on  his  steps.  But  he  was  and 
he  scowled  down  at  me  as  he 
opened  the  door.  '  i 

“Well,”  he  said,  “what  do  you 
want?” 
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I  was  so  scared  the  words  wob¬ 
bled  around  in  my  throat. 

“Mr.  B-bliinket,”  I  began. 

“Speak  up  child,  what  do  you 
want,”  he  looked  cross  and  in  a 
hurry  now. 

“Mr.  Blunkett,”  I  said,  swallow¬ 
ing  hard  and  starting  again,  “I’ve 
come  to  bring  you  some  goose¬ 
berries.  Grandfather  Jim—” 

"What?”  Mr.  Blunkett  yelled, 
“Doesn’t  that  old  coot  know  I’ve 
got  a  garden  full?” 

He’d  called  Grandfather  Jim  an 
old  coot!  I  didn’t  care  if  my  pina¬ 
fore  did  stick  out  as  I  straightened 
my  shoulders  and  glared  at  Mr. 
Blunkett.  No  one  could  call  my 
Grandfather  a  coot! 

I  was  mad  now  and  I  wasn’t 
afraid  anymore. 

"He  isn’t  an  old  coot!”  I  said, 
“He’s  a  gentleman.  If  it  hadn’t 
been  for  him  I  would  never  have 
brought  your  old  gooseberries 
back  to  you.  I  stole  them  through 
the  fence  and  here  they  are.”  i 

I  guess  Mr.  Blunkett  didn’t 
know  his  mouth  was  wide  open  as 
I  emptied  my  pockets  and  piled 
the  gooseberries  in  a  neat  pile  on 
his  bottom  step. 

When  he  didn’t  say  a  word  I 
wished  I  hadn’t  got  so  mad. 

Then  he  yelled  so  loud  it  made 
me  jump. 

)  “It’s  been  a  long  time  since 
anyone  did  me  a  good  turn.” 

“But  it  wasn’t  a  good  turn,”  I 
said  honestly,  “1  stole  them.  You 
ought  to  punish  me.” 


“Did  you  say  it  was  near  your 
suppertime,”  he  shouted,  “Come 
again  and  help  me  pick  gooseber¬ 
ries.” 

I  wondered  if  Mr.  Blunkett  was 
deaf  as  he  turned  and  went  into 
his  house. 

I’d  done  all  I  could  to  make  it 
right  with  him  so  I  went  down 
the  path  to  the  gate.  I  was  puzzled 
and  I  turned  to  look  back  at  Mr. 
Blunkett’s  house.  Then  I  saw  him 
standing  in  the  door  watching  me. 

If  he  was  deaf  I  knew  he 
wouldn’t  hear  me  when  I  said: 

“Thank  you  Mr.  Blunkett,  you 
are  either  very  kind  or  very  deaf.” 

“Your  welcome,  my  dear,”  he 
said  softly,  and  that  made  me 
burst  into  tears,  ’cause  then  I 
knew  he  wasn’t  deaf. 

I  ran  but  I  couldn’t  see  where 
to,  until  I  was  on  Grandfather’s 
porch.  He  was  there  too  and  he 
stroked  my  braids  and  hair  while 
my  tears  soaked  his  shoulder. 

I  was  miserable,  inside  and  out, 
double  twice,  because  1  knew  the 
magic  was  gone. 

“Good-bye  child,”  Grandfather 
said,  when  I  had  cried  my  tears 
dry,  “come  tomorrow.” 

But  I  knew  I  wouldn’t  because 
I’d  never  be  able  to  stand  walking 
through  his  door  with  me  and  my 
freckles  and  -  straight  hair. 

I  hated  me  as  I  walked  down 
the  porch  steps.  I  hated  me  as 
I’d  never  hat^  eight  and  a  half 
years  old  before,  l^cause  1  know 
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now  that  Fd  have  to  live  with  me 
like  1  was  all  my  life. 

Then  I  heard  the  door  lock  click 
behind  me.  I  knew  Grandfather 
had  gone  in  the  house  and  closed 
die  door,  but  I  had  to  look  back 
just  to  make  sure. 

I  did,  and  there  was  Grandfath¬ 
er  opening  the  door.  He  stood 
smiling  as  he  said  softly,  *‘My 
ladyl” 


I  don’t  know  how  I  got  up  those 
steps  so  quickly,  but  there  he  was 
bowing  low  and  as  he  kissed  my 
hand  the  magic  danced,  in  me  and 
over  me  and  around  me. 

I  wasn’t  eight  and  a  half  any 
more.  My  hair  was  golden  curls 
and  my  skin  was  clear  and  creamy 
white.  I  walked  into  a  castle  a 
gracious,  stiff  -  stomached,  and 
bulging-in-the-right-places,  great 
lady. 


A  Timely  Resolution 

I  find  the  use  of  ejaculatory  prayers  very  helpful,  such  as 
**Jesus  meek  and  humble  of  heart  make  my  heart  like  unto 
Thine,”  and  “Sweet  heart  of  Mary,  be  my  salvation.”  They  are 
both  indulgenced  for  three  hundred  days,  so  by  repeating  them 
we  can  help  the  Holy  Souls,  and  at  the  same  time  form  habits 
in  our  own  soul,  acquire  humility  and  gentleness,  and  thus 
avoid  pride  and  harshness,  besides  keeping  the  thought  of 
Jesus  and  Mary  ever  before  our  minds,  until  they  become  the 
Companions  of  our  lives,  and  associated  with  all  our  thoughts 
and  works,  and  words. 

Begin  by  making  a  determination  to  say  a  certain  num¬ 
ber,  not  too  many  at  first,  before  the  midday,  and  again  before 
the  night  examen;  then  week  after  week  try  to  advance  the 
number,  and  you  will  be  surprised  that  your  life  seems  to  be 
made  up  of  ejaculations.  This  is  by  no  means  beyond  our  reach, 
if  we  are  faithful  and  zealous.  Is  not  this  the  life  of  resurrection 
we  want,  and  that  which  active  saints  led?  Nor  will  your  work 
suffer  in  any  way;  on  the  contrary,  it  will  help  to  concentrate  and 
spiritualize  everything  you  do,  for  is  it  not  because  we  do  not 
keep  in  mind  the  motive  of  our  actions  that  they  are  done  in  a 
purely  material  way? — ^The  late  Father  Henry  Van  Rensselaer, 
S.J.,  famous  convert  from  Protestant  Episcopalianism. 


“Be  kind.  Be  kind.  Be  kind.  And  you’ll  be  a  saint.”  Here’s 
a  motto  that  makes  kindness  not  only  easy  but  an  urge. — Fr.  ' 

Raymond,  O.  Cist  R. 


Housework  Made  Easy 

And  Profitable,  Too 
Mary  Lewis  Coakley 


must  be  tired,”  I  said  to 
’  Sarah,  my  weekly  cleaning 
woman,  after  she  had  finished  a 
day’s  hard  work. 

"Not  ‘specially  ma’am,”  she  ans¬ 
wered.  "You  see  I  don’t  wear  my 
mind  out  thinking  about  what  I’m 
doing.” 

Now  I’ll  admit  I  smiled  at  the 
humor  of  her  remark,  but  all  the 
same,  it  struck  me  as  "pretty 
shrewd,”  for  what  fags  me  as  I  go 
about  my  daily  chores  is  not  so 
much  the  work  itself,  as  thoughts 
suggested  by  pride  and  pressure. 
There’s  a  little  demon  who  injects 
notions  of  self-pity,  and  there’s  his 
brother  who  scurries  around  in  my 
mind,  urging  me  to  hurry  so  that 
I  can  get  to  something  else. 

But  couldn’t  I  oust  the  imps 
by  intellectual  thoughts,  or  exor¬ 
cise  them  by  spiritual  ones?  Since 
I  make  the  Morning  Offering  each 
day,  I  could  concentrate  on  the  in¬ 
tention.  Better  still,  I  could  medi¬ 
tate  on  the  Gospels:  I  had  been 
intending  “to  get  around  to”  that, 
lo  these  many  long  years,  and  nev¬ 
er  had  —  and  on  the  excuse  of 
"no  time.”  Obviously,  I  had  been 
wasting  time  mentally,  while  I 
worked  physically. 

Well,  now  that  I  thought  about 


this  meditate-while-you-work  idea, 
I  remembered  that  Christ  in  His 
parables  was  always  referring  to 
household  commonplaces  —  to 
water,  light,  bread,  wine,  salt  and 
fruit.  Surely,  it  would  be  the  most 
natural  thing  in  the  world  to  link 
these  to  my  routine!  It  could  be 
a  sort  of  game  to  find  the  apt 
gospel  passage  for  any  task. 

I  decided  to  try  it  that  day.  I 
had  planned  to  stay  home  anyhow. 

I  began  making  the  beds,  and 
right  off  I  though:  "I’m  stumped. 
When  did  Christ  ever  speak  of 
making  beds,  or  of  beds  at  all  for 
that  matter?”  But  close  on  the 
heels  of  that  thought,  just  as  I 
was  plumping  up  a  pillow,  I  re¬ 
membered  the  text:  “The  foxes 
have  holes,  and  the  birds  of  the 
air  nests;  but  the  son  of  man  hath 
not  whereon  to  lay  his  head.” 

I  really  gave  my  mind  a  little 
work-out  on  that,  as  I  went  from 
bedroom  to  bedroom,  and  I  found 
myself  saying  prayers  of  gratitude 
for  my  own  warm  and  comfortable 
home;  prayers  of  petition  for  those 
who  must  sleep  in  prison  cells  be¬ 
hind  the  Iron  Curtain,  and  for  the 
boys  who  must  find  a  spot  of  dry 
ground  to  throw  themselves  on 
during  a  lull  in  the  Korean  fight- 
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ing.  I  also  squeezed  in  words  ol 
love  to  our  Lord  Who  endured 
hardships  to  show  us  how  to  make 
such  things  pay  off  spiritually. 

I  was  surprised  when  I  smooth¬ 
ed  the  last  coverlet  and  gave  it 
a  final  pat:  I  had  finished  my  job 
in  what  seemed  like  record  time, 
though  probably  I’d  taken  as  long 
as  usual  —  I  wasn't  sure. 

Flushed  with  success,  I  decided 
I’d  tackle  next  that  job  I’d  been 
putting  off  for  so  long,  the  wash¬ 
ing  of  the  crystal  chandelier  in 
the  dining  room.  Each  one  of 
those  pesky  prisms  must  be  dunk¬ 
ed  separately  in  a  bath  of  warm 
soap  suds.  No  wonder  I  keep  find¬ 
ing  excuses  that  the  job  better  not 
be  done  “today.” 

I  Come  To  A  Light  . 

Well,  how  about  a  text?  The 
gospels  are  full  of  similes  concern¬ 
ing  light,  so  it  shouldn’t  be  hard. 
Oh  yes,  there  was  the  last  gospel 
from  the  Mass,  which,  after  going 
to  church  all  these  years,  I  prac¬ 
tically  know  by  heart.  “In  him  was 
life,  and  the  life  was  the  light  of 
men.  And  the  light  shineth  in 
darkness,  and  the  darkness  did  not 
comprehend  it.  .  .  .  That  was  the 
true  light,  which  enlighteneth 
every  man  that  cometh  into  this 
world.”  Or  (I  happened  to  remem¬ 
ber  the  words  of  Christ  Himself): 
“I  am  come  a  light  into  the  world: 
that  whosoever  believeth  in  me 
may  not  remain  in  darkness.” 

There  was  no  guess  work  here: 


I  know  I  finished  that  chandelier 
in  less  time  than  it  generally  takes 
me  to  do  it.  Why,  I  was  still  go-, 
ing  strong  on  my  meditation  w'hen 
I  had  put  back  the  last  prism, 
and  the  whole  fixture  was  shin¬ 
ing  with  unwonted  brightness. 

Next  on  the  agenda  was  polish¬ 
ing  the  brass  door  knocker.  Be¬ 
fore  I  had  time  to  assemble  rag 
and  polish,  I  had  recalled  the 
quote:  “Behold,  I  stand  at  the  door 
and  knock.”  As  for  applying  that 
personally,  I  couldn’t  help  but 
think  that  my  failure  to  use  this 
scheme  for  meditation  sooner  was 
the  prime  example.  Up  until  now 
I  had  let  Christ  stay  outside  my 
mind  during  working  hours,  while 
I  invited  in  a  motley  crowd  of 
silly  thoughts. 

But  the  next  task  left  me  blank 
for  a  minute:  it  didn’t  suggest  a 
text  easily.  (Yes,  I  had  finally 
braved  my  book  shelves,  and  was 
conscientiously  taking  out  each 
book  for  a  separate  dusting.  Thi.s 
doesn’t  happen  often.)  To  la.st 
through  such  a  formidable  task, 
I  felt  I  needed  a  whipper-do  of  a 
text,  but  my  knowledge  of  the 
Gospels,  being  sketchy  to  say  the 
least,  could  only  produce  the  pray¬ 
er  of  the  leper:  “Lord,  if  thou  wilt, 
thou  canst  make  me  clean.” 

On  second  thought  though,  this 
wasn’t  a  bad  text  to  use.  Surely  I 
need  the  good  Lord’s  help  in 
cleaning  off  the  dust  of  sin  which 
causes  leprosy  of  soul.  As  I  swish¬ 
ed  the  rag  up  one  side  of  a  book 
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and  down  the  other,  I  did  a  rather 
thoron^  job  of  examining  my  con- 
scieiK«,  and  trying  to  get  down 
to  the  basis  of  my  general  can¬ 
tankerousness. 

After  completing  the  fourth 
book  shelf  I  had  made  a  few  re¬ 
solutions  to  top  things  off,  and  de¬ 
cided  that  this  was  the  moment 
for  time  out.  I  was  thirsty,  so  I 
settled  down  in  an  easy  chair  with 
a  glass  of  water,  and  lit  a  cigar¬ 
ette.  Without  any  delving  on  my 
part,  my  subconscious  mind  (1 
guess  it  was  that)  came  up  with 
the  phrase  “living  water.”  I 
couldn’t  recall  the  exact  text,  but 
I  did  remember  about  Christ’s 
meeting  with  the  Samaritan  wo¬ 
man  at  the  well,  and  knew  that 
He  told  her  He  would  give  her  a 
kind  of  water  which  would  quench 
thirst  forever. 

I  reached  for  the  Bible  among 
those  freshly  dusted  books,  and 
looked  up  the  passage,  then  as  1 
flicked  through  the  pages,  I  found 
other  passages  which  I  figured 
might  come  in  handy  in  future 
tasks.  There  was:  “What  woman 
having  ten  groats,  if  she  lose  one 
groat,  doth  not  .  .  .  sweep  the 
house,  and  seek  diligently  until 
she  fir»d  it.*  That  might  help  point 
up  for  me,  as  I  sweep  the  kitchen 
floor,  or  vacuum  a  rug,  the  nature 
of  God’s  mercy  and  the  “joy  in 
heaven  upon  one  sinner  doing 
penance.*  It  mi^t  even  irtspire  me 
to  do  a  Kttle  penance,  to  pray  for 
siimers,  for  the  conversion  of  Rus¬ 


sia,  and  .  .  .  and  .  .  .  and  .  .  .  the 
possibilities  were  many. 

But  then  I  came  across  a  text 
which  surely  went  nicely  with  the 
ironing  chore.  It  read:  “Not  hav¬ 
ing  spot  or  wrinkle  or  any  such 
thing:  but  that  it  should  holy 
without  blemish.” 

And  one  for  “doing”  dishes: 
“Thou  blind  Pharisee,  first  make 
clean  the  inside  of  the  cup  and  of 
the  dish  that  the  outside  may  be¬ 
come  clean.” 

Can’t  Stop  Now 

Yes,  and  even  for  polishing  the 
silver:  “Then  shall  the  just  shine 
as  the  sun  in  the  kingdom  of  the 
Father.”  Or  is  that  farfetched?  I’d 
see  when  the  time  came  for  the 
task.  I  was  relaxing  now.  In  fact, 
a  glance  at  the  clock  showed  me 
that  it  was  time  for  lunch.  As  I 
buttered  the  bread  for  a  sand¬ 
wich,  words  flashed  automatically 
on  the  screen  of  my  mind:  "I  am 
the  living  bread  which  came  down 
from  heaven.  If  any  man  eat  of 
this  bread  he  shall  live  forever.” 

Heavens,  I  can’t  stop  diis!  It 
goes  on,  whether  I  plan  for  it  or 
not.  Well,  so  much  the  better:  it 
surely  accomplishes  its  purpose  — 
it  makes  tedious  jobs  go  more 
smoothly.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  1 
might  (^er  it  to  the  world  as  a 
new  fool-proof  formula  for  House¬ 
work  Made  E!asy.  Shall  I  also 
claim  it’s  a  formula  for  Housework 
Made  Holier?  By  the  grace  of 
Cod,  it  should  be  just  that 


Heart  To  Heart  Talks 
With  Children 

Sister  M.  Marcellita  Schoenle*  OJ5J'. 


\WHENEVER  God  gives  us 
something.  He  gives  us  the 
very  best.  It’s  a  perfect  gift— as 
we  would  naturally  expect  coming 
from  a  perfect  Person.  It’s  also 
precious— worth  more  than  all  the 
gold  and  silver  this  world  is  able 
to  hold.  It’s  priceless  too— all  the 
earthly  money  obtainable  could 
not  buy  it  because  it’s  heaven  sent. 

Cod  gave  us  just  such  a  gift, 
precious,  and  priceless  in  the  per¬ 
son  of  our  Blessed  Virgin  Mary, 
our  Lovely  Queen  of  May. 

God  picked  out  the  loveliest 
month  of  the  year  in  which  to  pay 
special  homage  and  love  to  His 
Mother.  'The  whole  world  just 
seems  to  open  up  in  May.  Nature 
itself  does  all  it  can  to  make  the 
earth  the  most  beautiful  for  the 
most  wonderful  Lady  Who  ever 
lived,  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mother 
of  C^. 

This  is  truly  Mary’s  gala  month. 
From  the  loftiest  spired  cathedrals 
to  the  tiniest  and  most  humble  of 
God’s  churches,  May  crownings, 
songs,  prayers  and  devotions  will 
be  in  her  honor,  as  Queen  of  May. 
Yes,  this  is  the  month  when  Mary 
must  spend  most  of  her  time  smil¬ 


ing  upon  her  children  here  on 
earth.  She  must  approvingly  nod 
her  head  and  say,  "Thank  you,— 
thank  you  very  much”  every  time 
we  send  any  kind  of  prayerful 
greeting  up  to  her  in  her  heaven¬ 
ly  home.  How  she  loves  us,  and 
how  we  should  love  her!  And  how 
she  rewards  us  when  once  we  have 
learned  to  love  and  honor  our 
Blessed  Lady. 

She’s  Your  Mother 

Every  girl  and  boy  should  love 
our  Blessed  Mother  by  honoring 
and  consecrating  themselves  to 
her.  There  is  one  thing  she  wants 
and  that’s  our  hearts.  If  we  were 
in  a  position  to  give  and  offer  her 
all  the  richest  and  most  expensive 
gems  in  the  world,  she  wouldn’t 
be  as  pleased  as  she  is  when  we 
consecrate  our  hearts  to  her  be¬ 
cause  these  gems,  though  beautiful 
and  costly  they  may  be,  can  never 
say  to  her,  “I  love  you.” 

The  quickest  and  surest  way  to 
have  our  messages  of  love,  peti¬ 
tion,  and  thanksgiving  reach  Jesus, 
is  through  our  heavenly  Mother. 
Mary  is  the  world’s  greatest  and 
most  successful  ambassador.  She 
has  never  been  known  to  fail  in 
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any  one  mission.  So,  whenever  we 
want  to  do  any  heavenly  business, 
let’s  take  it  first  to  Mary  who  will 
act  as  our  ambassador  with  God. 

We  know  that  the  Blessed 
Mother  has  a  way  with  God  that 
no  other  Saint  in  Heaven  has.  God 
wants  us  to  love  His  Mother  very 
much.  He  knows  that  as  long  as 
we  love  her,  our  salvation  is  as¬ 
sured  and  His  dying  on  the  cross 
shall  not  have  been  in  vain  for 
our  soul. 

BttUd  A  May  Altar 

Boys  and  girls,  I  would  advise 
that  each  of  you  erect  a  May  altar 
in  your  room  somewhere,  some¬ 
how.  If  you  don't  have  a  statue 
of  our  Blessed  Lady,  any  picture 
of  her  will  do.  Then,  give  this  May 
altar  your  devoted  attention  all 
through  the  month  of  May  in  a 
special  way.  If  possible,  keep 
fresh  flowers  before  her  shrine. 
She  will  like  and  appreciate  that. 
Then,  too,  be  faithful  in  saying 
her  favorite  prayer  everyday— the 
Rosary.  This  will  please  her  more 
than  we  can  tell  and  she  in  turn 
will  bless  you. 

Sunday,  May  10,  is  Mother’s 
Day.  Our  earthly  mothers  want 
love  too,  so  show  your  mother  how 
much  you  love  her  by  offering  up 
your  Holy  Mass  and  Holy  Com¬ 
munion  for  her.  Any  other  little 
gift  will  delight  your  mother  also, 
but  this  spiritual  gift  is  one  that 
will  not  tarnish  nor  wither  and 


she  will  profit  from  it  in  life  and 
after  death. 

Boys  and  girls  love  the  Blessed 
Mother  as  much  as  you  possibly 
can.  Love  to  pray  the  Rosary.  Love 
to  visit  and  pray  before  her  sta¬ 
tues.  Love  to  think  of  her  every 
day  of  the  week  and  especially 
on  Saturday,  Mary’s  Day.  Love  to 
wear  the  scapular  and  her  scapu¬ 
lar  medals.  Don’t  ever  let  the  hand 
of  death  find  you  without  her 
scapular  or  scapular  medals.  She 
has  promised  great  things  to  those 
who  wear  the  scapular  devoutly 
and  constantly.  This  isn’t  so  hard 
to  do.  In  this  day  and  age,  there 
are  medals  and  scapulars  in  abund¬ 
ance  and  can  be  purchased  at  a 
very  small  price  anywhere.  Learn 
to  kiss  her  scapular  or  medal  often 
devoutly  and  she  will  return  some 
sign  of  affection  for  you  by  some 
special  graces. 

Today  children  carry  inswrance 
policies.  Many  have  war  bonds  in 
their  name.  Yes,  the  future  of 
children  is  often  taken  care  of  in 
a  big  way  by  these  financial  secur¬ 
ities.  But  that  isn’t  the  important 
thing.  The  thing  that  really  mat¬ 
ters  is  one’s  spiritual  security. 

Boys  and  girls,  take  out  a  policy 
with  Mary,  your  heavenly  Mother 
today  by  promising  that  from  this 
day  forward  you  will  invest  in 
her  love,  her  devotions  which  will 
prove  the  most  important  secur¬ 
ities  for  your  eternal  happiness 
with  her  in  Heaven. 


The  Family 
Apostolate 


Homes  Without  Crucifixes  —  A 
prominent  Belgian  priest  has 
charged  that  the  crucifix  is  dis¬ 
appearing  from  the  Christian 
home.  Pointing  out  that  the  cru¬ 
cifix  is  the  sign  of  the  Christian 
and  the  Christian  home,  Canon  A. 
Croegaert  of  Antwerp,  declared: 
“No  crucifix  means  no  prayer  and 
a  languishing  faith.” 

*  «  » 

Abortion  Bill  Shelved— The  Brit¬ 
ish  House  of  Commons  has  shelved 
a  highly  controversial  bill  threat¬ 
ening  to  legalize  abortion  gener¬ 
ally  throughout  the  nation.  The 
non-party  Bill,  which  had  been 
fiercely  opposed  by  Catholics  and 
others,  was  “talked  out”  in  the 
House  of  Commons.  This  meant 
that  debeate  on  the  Bill,  which 
had  been  delayed  by  other  busi¬ 
ness,  had  only  just  begun  when 
the  House  adjourned.  It  now  goes 
to  the  bottom  of  a  long  list  of 
such  bills,  introduced  by  individu¬ 
al  members  or  smaU  groups.  Its 
chances  of  being  discussed  again 
are  very  doubtful. 

•  •  • 

Grounds  For  Divorce— The  New 


York  State  Catholic  Welfare  Com¬ 
mittee,  in  a  statement  to  the  New 
York  State  Assembly  Ways  and 
Means  Committee,  expressed  its 
opposition  to  a  movement  to  In¬ 
crease  the  number  of  grounds  for 
divorce  in  New  York  State.  “To 
increase  the  grounds  for  divorce 
is  but  to  multiply  opportunities 
for  perjury  and  subordination,”  the 
statement  insisted  in  answer  to  a 
claim  that  more  liberal  divorce 
laws  would  eliminate  the  evils  of 
fraud  and  perjury. 

Occasion  for  the  statement  was 
a  hearing  on  the  Cordon  Bill 
which  proposes  that  a  temporary 
State  commission  be  established 
“to  study  and  recommend  concern¬ 
ing  the  problems  created  by  mar¬ 
riage,  the  family  and  related  mat¬ 
rimonial  actions  and  proceedings.” 
The  Catholic  Welfare  Committee 
expressed  its  conviction  that  this 
commission  is  intended  by  advo¬ 
cates  of  liberalized  divorce  laws 
to  prepare  the  ground  for  such 
liberalization. 

The  statement  was  presented  by 
George  W.  Wanamaker  of  Buffalo, 
president  of  the  Guild  of  Catholic 
Lawyers  of  that  diocese.  Conced¬ 
ing  that  many  persons  of  good 
faith  are  advocating  the  establish¬ 
ment  of  the  commission,  the  state¬ 
ment  asserted  that  “a  bill  with 
powers  expressly  limited  to  seek¬ 
ing  means  to  preserve  the  family, 
reunite  brcAen  homes,  reduce  our 
rapidly  dimbing  divorce  rate,  and 
explicitly  excluding  from  these  ob¬ 
jectives  the  increase  of  grounds  for 
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divorce  .  .  .  would  have  been 
much  different  than  the  one  now 
under  discussion.” 

“We  have  reason  to  think  tliat 
among  the  vocal  supporters  of  this 
proposal  are  those  who  see  in  it  a 
means  to  espouse  their  favored 
tlieory  tliat  the  evils  of  fraud,  per¬ 
jury,  collusion  and  connivance  in 
matrimonial  actions  may  be  elim¬ 
inated  by  adding  a  number  of  new 
and  easier  grounds  for  divorce  to 

the  law  of  the  State.” 

*  «  « 

Ten  Caesarean  Sections  —  Mrs. 
Joseph  L.  McAndrew  has  had  her 
ten  children  delivered  by  Caesar¬ 
ean  operations  and  she  hopes  to 
keep  ri^t  on  having  more  babies. 
“I  feel  that  every  married  woman 
should  have  a  large  family,”  she 
says.  “I  don't  think  you  can  be 
happy  unless  you  have  some  goal 
in  life.  My  goal  is  to  be  a  good 
mother  and  bring  my  children  up 
to  Cod,  and  that’s  what  keeps  me 
happy.” 

While  the  family’s  second  child, 
Michael  Owen,  was  killed  in  an 
automobile  accident  eight  years 
ago  when  he  was  two,  the  other 

nine  are  very  much  alive. 

«  »  « 

Divorce  In  Hawaii  —  Spokesmen 
for  18,000  Holy  Name  Society 
men  in  Hawaii  have  opposed  a 
bill  which  would  lower  the  resi¬ 
dence  requirement  for  divorce  in 
the  territory  to  one  year.  Current 
law  requires  residency  of  at  least 
two  years. 


'The  president  and  executive 
secretary  of  the  Diocesan  Union  of 
Holy  Name  Societies  have  sent  let¬ 
ters  condemning  the  measure  to 
all  members  of  the  territorial  legis¬ 
lature,  where  the  bill  has  already 

passed  a  second  reading. 

«  *  « 

Red  Fourth  Commandment: 
Hate  Thy  Parents— Moses’  tablets 
of  stone  have  been  broken  anew 
by  the  Red  regime  in  Czechoslo¬ 
vakia.  Moses  received  from  God 
on  Mount  Sinai  on  a  tablet  of 
stone  a  rule  whieh  has  been  recog¬ 
nized  as  a  pillar  of  society  the 
thousands  of  years  since:  “Honor 
thy  father  and  thy  mother.”  That 
Commandment  has  been  crashed 
to  bits  by  the  Czechoslovak  reginje 
by  the  introduction  of  a  new  com¬ 
munist  virtue  among  that  coun¬ 
try’s  hapless  children  —  hatred  of 
parents. 

According  to  details  coming 
from  behind  the  Iron  Curtain,  all 
school  principals  have  been  sent 
copies  of  a  letter  allegedly  writ¬ 
ten  by  a  youth  denouncing  the 
traitorous  activities  of  his  father 
and  requesting  the  “death  penalty” 
for  him.  The  school  principals 
have  been  instructed  to  discuss  the 
letter  with  all  pupils,  pointing  out 
the  heroic  courage  of  the  youdi 
and  his  patriotic  virtues  in  hating 
his  father. 

The  youth  who  allegedly  wrote 
the  letter  has  since  committed  sui¬ 
cide,  word  getting  out  of  the  coun¬ 
try  says.  It  identifies  him  as  Thom- 
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as  Frejka,  the  son  of  a  fonner  top 
communist  sentenced  to  death  last 
November  in  a  Prague  purge  trial. 
The  youth’s  alleged  letter  was  sent 
to  the  presiding  communist  judge 
a  few  days  before  the  father  was 
sentenced  to  death. 

•  «  « 

Marriage  Rite  —  Invocations  and 
prayers  composed  by  the  late 
Msgr.  Charles  A.  Ranun,  for  34 
years  administrator  of  St.  Mary’s 
Cathedral,  San  Francisco,  have 
been  collected  and  published  by 
members  of  his  family  in  a  book 
caUed  "Invocations  and  Other 
Prayers.”  Most  famous  of  the 
selections  is  the  exhortation  now 
common  in  the  marriage  ritual 
used  in  the  United  States.  This 
instruction,  read  before  the  cere¬ 
mony,  and  the  aK^mpanying 
prayer  read  at  the  conclusion  of 
the  marriage  rite,  were  first  com¬ 
posed  by  the  San  Francisco  priest 
aroimd  the  turn  of  the  century. 
In  1902  they  were  published  in  a 
ritual  compiled  by  Father  Paul 
Griffith  of  Baltimore,  and  they 
have  since  been  adopted  in  thou¬ 
sands  of  parishes  throughout  the 
English-speaking  world. 

*  *  * 

Marriage  Courses  —  Couples 
seeking  divorce  or  alimony  in 
Ohio  would  have  to  attend  26  lec¬ 
tures  and  would  wait  six  months 
before  their  action  would  be 
heard,  if  legislation  introduced  at 
Columbus  in  the  Ohio  State  Leg¬ 
islature  is  enacted.  The  bill  chang¬ 


es  from  six  weeks  to  six  months 
the  length  of  time  that  must 
elapse  before  divorce  action  may 
be  heard  in  court.  It  then  pro¬ 
vides  that  “during  such  period  it 
shall  be  mandatory  for  the  plain¬ 
tiff  and  the  defendant  in  an  action 
for  divorce  or  alimony  to  attend 
an  educational  divorce  clinic  each 
week,  or  imtil  26  lecture  periods 
are  completed.” 

The  study  shall  consist  of  the 
value  of  the  home  as  the  founda¬ 
tion  of  our  country,  the  respon¬ 
sibilities  of  husband  and  wife  to 
each  other  and  to  their  children, 
the  financial  and  economic  prob¬ 
lems  of  the  family  and  the  recon¬ 
ciliation  of  all  other  marital  prob¬ 
lems. 

The  bill  further  provides  that 
the  educational  clinic  shall  be  con¬ 
ducted  by  the  Common  Pleas 
Court  and  the  course  shall  be  in¬ 
structed  by  physicians,  psycholo¬ 
gists,  psychiatrists,  and  trained  so¬ 
cial  workers.  “The  party  who  is 
found  to  be  at  fault  at  ^e  time 
of  the  divorce  hearing  shall  not 
be  permitted  to  remarry  unless 
she  or  he  has  satisfactorily  attend¬ 
ed  the  educational  divorce  clinic 
and  contested  the  action  for  di¬ 
vorce  or  alimony.” 

It  is  further  provided  that  the 
party  who  is  found  to  be  at  fault 
at  the  time  of  the  divorce  hearing 
shall  be  bonded  for  the  care  and 
the  support  of  their  minor  chil¬ 
dren.  The  amount  of  such  bond 
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shall  be  determined  by  the  judge 

hearing  the  case. 

«  *  • 

Home  and  School— Parents  re¬ 
ceived  five  rules  for  cooperating 
with  their  children’s  school  in  the 
March  issue  of  Monthly  Message, 
of  the  National  Council  of  Cath¬ 
olic  Women.  They  are  the  follow¬ 
ing: 

1.  Know  why  you  send  your 
children  to  a  Catholic  school. 
“What  are  the  aims  of  Catholic 
education;  for  what  reason  are 
American  Catholics  spending  near¬ 
ly  $160,000,000  a  year  in  sup¬ 
port  of  it?"  Consideration  of  this 
topic  will  “lay  the  groundwork  for 
intelligent  cooperation  between 
the  Catholic  home  and  school." 

2.  Understand  why  school  rules 
and  regulations  are  made.  In 
school  the  child  must  learn  how 
to  fit  himself  into  requirements 
designed  for  the  good  of  all.  “If 
parents  see  the  whole  picture, 
they  are  less  apt  to  create  confus¬ 
ion  by  insisting  on  exceptions  for 
their  children.” 

3.  Uphold  the  authority  of  the 
teacher  and  the  school  in  all  mat¬ 
ters  relating  to  the  child’s  school 
life.  If  you  diffo-  with  the  teacher, 
take  the  matter  up  privately  — 
"NOT  in  the  hearing  of  child." 
“Criticism  of  teachers  before  chil¬ 
dren  is  a  fatal  undermining  of  the 
teacher’s  ability  to  work  at  all." 

4.  Act  as  a  “pubhc  relations  de¬ 
partment"  for  the  Catholic  school 
among  neighbors  and  in  the  com¬ 


munity.  Invite  non-Catholic  neigh¬ 
bors  to  school  events.  Help  pub¬ 
lic  school  and  Catholic  school  per- 
sonel  become  acquainted. 

5.  Carry  over  into  the  home  the 
habits  and  practices  taught  by  the 
school.  “There  is  a  kind  of  pass¬ 
ive  oppKisition  that  is  just  as  dis¬ 
couraging  to  the  efforts  of  the 
school  as  active  contradiction. 
What  good  does  it  do  the  school 
to  urge  the  recitation  of  the  fam¬ 
ily  Rosary,  for  example,  if  Mother 
and  Dad  ‘never  have  time’?" 

The  cooperation  rules  were  pre¬ 
sented  by  Mrs.  George  A.  O’Sulli¬ 
van  of  St.  Louis,  chairman  of  the 
NCCW  Committee  on  Home  and 

School  Associations. 

•  •  * 

May  Day  —  Mary's  Day  —  An 
appeal  to  dedicate  May  First  as  a 
day  of  prayer  in  honor  of  Mary 
has  once  more  been  made  at 
Christopher  headquarters  in  New 
York  City.  The  proposal  of  setting 
aside  May  Day  as  an  occasion  of 
special  prayer  for  the  nearly  one 
billion  human  beings  now  under 
Communist  domination'  was  ori¬ 
ginally  made  in  1947  by  the 
Christopher  Movement. 

When  the  custom  was  first  in¬ 
augurated  six  years  ago,  Father 
James  Keller,  director  of  the 
Christophers,  pointed  out  that  for 
many  years  most  people  had  come 
to  regard  May  Day  as  a  rallying 
day  for  the  enemies  of  Christ  be¬ 
cause  its  original  spiritual  signi¬ 
ficance  had  been  allowed  by  the 
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fc^lowers  of  Christ  to  disappear  In  encouraging  a  nx>re  wide- 
from  the  public  scene.  This  could  spread  prayerful  observance  of 
be  rectihed,  if  a  sufficient  number  May  First  then  ever  before,  the 
of  persons  could  be  found  to  take  Christophers  gave  five  special 
steps  to  make  May  First  once  more  reasons: 

known  and  respected  as  Our  1)  The  death  plague  of  Corn- 

Lady’s  Day.  munism  continues  to  spread; 

It  is  expected  that  millions  over  2)  Over  450  million  Chinese 

tlie  country  will  participate  in  are  the  latest  victims  of  Commun- 
making  May  Day  a  special  day  of  ist  tyranny; 

prayer  with  the  particular  inten-  3)  The  missionary  work  of  the 
tions  that  peace  and  freedom  may  Church  is  being  more  and  more 
come  to  those  behind  the  Iron  threatened  in  many  sections  of  the 
Curtain.  One  of  the  largest  public  world; 

demonstrations  will  be  held  in  4)  The  toll  of  the  Korean  con- 

Cadillac  Square,  downtown  De-  flict  has  been  a  heavier  one  than 
troit,  at  5:45  p.  m.  on  Friday,  May  most  realize; 
first.  The  talk  on  this  occasion,  5)  Fear  is  increasing  among 

“To  The  Whole  World,”  will  be  vast  numbers  of  mankind  over  the 

given  by  Father  Keller.  globe  who  live  in  countries  not 

A  special  plea  for  May  Day  yet  under  the  sway  of  the  Corn- 
prayers  for  peace  was  made  this  munists. 

year  to  those  who  are  unable  to  Two  prayers  in  particular  were 
attend  group  devotions.  It  is  felt  recommended  by  the  Christophers: 
that  millions  of  individuals  would  First,  the  simple  prayer  of 
set  aside  at  least  a  few  moments  P(^  Pius  XI: 
on  May  first  if  they  realized  the  “Saviour  of  the  world,  save  Rus- 
power  for  good  that  one  person  sia!” 

can  exert  through  prayer.  The  second  prayer,  recommend- 

It  was  emphasized  that  the  ed  by  Our  Lady  to  the  children  at 
prayers  of  the  sick  and  suffering.  Fatima,  is  familiar  to  many: 
would  be  especially  precious  in  “O  my  Jesus,  forgive  us  our  sins. 
Cod’s  sight  if  offered  for  those  Save  us  from  the  fires  of  hell, 
who  are  undergoing  the  mental  *  Lead  all  souls  to  heaven, 
and  physical  tortures  which  are  Help  especially  tluise  who  are 
the  kit  of  the  enslaved.  most  in  need  of  Thy  Mercy.” 

Drop  Anchor! 

Some  people  who  wait  a  long  time  for  their  ship  to  come  ia 
miss  the  boat  by  not  knowing  where  and  when  to  drop  the 
anchor. — T.  J.  M. 
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